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Lost in Samoa. 

Jl 'SfOlt ot Jlftfrcntttrca m tire ^nUngatot IslatUks. 



INTRODUCTION. 

Among the many romantic islands of the South Sea 
may be found a number of men whose early history 
is unknown. The most unwelcome subject to them 
is that relating to themselves, for the good reason 
that it may threaten their personal safety. A great 
many are fugitives from justice, and some have been 
guilty of crimes which would make the arm of the 
law eager to reach them. You will meet them 
all through the Pacific islands, and it need not be 
said they are not the kind of people you would want 
for friends. 

England stopped transporting her convicts to 
New South Wales in 1840. It ceased at a later date 
in Van Dieman*s Land, and did not end in West 
Australia until 1868. Some of the crimes for which 
the convicts were banished to those far-away islands 
were trifling — such as poaching and petty thieving. 
Not a few of the leading and wealthy citizens of 

B 
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2 Lost in Samoa. 

Australia to-day are men whose fathers or grand- 
fathers were convicts or ticket-of-Ieave men ; but, 
though the fact is known to nearly every one, it isn't 
prudent to refer to it in argument. While Australia's 
system of balloting is the best in the world (and there 
are measures now under way looking to its introduc- 
tion into various States of our own country), the 
elections over there are marked by the same personal 
abuse as those in this part of the world. It is safe 
to say anything you choose about a political op- 
ponent, so long as you make no slur on his ancestry 
or his descent. No matter how true it may be, it 
is criminal libel. Only a few years ago, a public 
speaker had to pay fifty thousand dollars for calling 
his opponent the son of an "involuntary emigrant" 
from England. 

Many of the escaped convicts and ticket-of-leave 
men scattered through the South Sea Islands, taking 
possession of lonely tracts of land in that vast waste 
of waters, and keeping clear of the civilisation which 
was soon on their heels. In 1804 twenty-seven con- 
victs captured a small schooner, and escaped from 
New South Wales to the Fejee Islands, where they 
were the first white persons to settle. Had they 
possessed enough sense to avoid quarrelling among 
themselves they might have continued masters of the 
Fejees, but they wrangled all the time, and when 
Commodore Wilkes touched there in 1840 he found 
only two of them alive. 
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Introduction. 3 

These vagrants of the South Sea have no love for 
law and order, and when they find an island passing 
under the control of a strong European Government 
generally hunt for one whose natives are independent 
The occupation of Tahiti by the French caused a 
stampede of these vagabonds to Fejee, which they 
abandoned for Samoa when Fejec became an Eng- 
lish possession. There are a large number of them 
to-day in Samoa, but if those tropical islands ever 
secure a stable Government they will be certain to 
hunt out some spot where they are under no legal 
restraint, and go thither. 

These vagrants of the South Sea are known in 
that section by the name of Beach Combers ; and 
enough has been told for the reader to understand 
the incidents that follow. 
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CHAPTER I. 

LOOKING OUT TO SEA. 

The Sdmoan group of islands also bears the name of 
Navigator Islands — the latter having been given to 
them over a century ago, because of the skill shown 
by the natives in handling their canoes. There are 
nine inhabited islands, with an area of about one- 
eighth of the State of Massachusetts, and a popula- 
tion of forty thousand. Lying some twelve degrees 
south of the equator, the group is favoured with a 
balmy climate and the rich vegetation of the tropics. 

Samoa has a tine harbour in Apia, though Pango- 
Pango on Tutuila Island, eighty miles distant, far 
surpasses it, and, indeed, is one of the most beautiful 
harbours in the world. It is the one which Admiral 
Wilkes, in 1839, visited, and described in glowing 
terms. 

It was towards the close of a dreamy, delicious 
day in Samoa that three beach combers came out 
from the dense vegetation to the left of the crescent- . 
ihaped and straggling village of Apia, almost hidden 
as it is by the cocoa-palms and running vines that 
seem to be everywhere. To the rear of the town the 
soft green hills rise to a height of nearly a mile, 
and the position of the men gave them full view of 
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Looking out to Sea. 5 

the Pacific, stretching away seemingly into space 
itself. 

The scene could not have been more charming. 
The sun was setting, the breeze hardly rippled the 
surface, and in the distant horizon the ocean melted 
into the sky so gently that it was hard to tell where 
the soft blue ended and the deeper blue of the sea 
began. On the very rim a white speck, like a snowy 
cloud, no larger than a man's hind, showed where a 
ship was slowly gliding from sight over the convex 
world, and nearer, other vessels were in view, some 
heading for ports on the opposite side of the globe, 
and others, hardly moving before the gentle breeze, 
were gradually nearing Upolu, that interesting island 
of the Pacific. 

A few fleecy masses of vapour lay against the 
western sky, and, looking down on Apia, the villagers, 
including a goodly sprinkling of foreigners, could be 
seen moving about the streets, while a score of vessels 
and several gunboats in the harbour bore witness to 
the value of those islands to the great nations still 
disputing over their possession with hardly less bit- 
terness than the natives themselves. 

But the scene, so striking in its beauty, had little 
effect on the beach combers, who were not only used 
to it, but were of too coarse a fibre to feel the refining 
influences of such pictures of Nature. Besides, this 
was the third afternoon in succession that Buzz Izard, 
Gross Mosler, and Trott Twitchell, had picked their 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



6 Lost in Samoa. 

way to this high point, for a very different purpose 
than that of admiring the mountain, valley, plain, and 
ocean spread before them. 

These men were in middle life, with probably less 
than five years difference in their ages. They were 
dressed poorly, wearing ordinary shoes, trousers, and 
straw hats, with brims almost as broad as the Texan 
sombrero. Each had a sack coat of gauzy material, 
buttoned to the chin, a coarse shirt (without collar) 
being the only garment beneath. The hats were 
rather the worse for wear, and could not be said to be 
striking in appearance. 

Had this party been met anywhere in our own 
country they would have been classed as tramps. 
The faces of Mosler and Twitchell were covered with 
straggly beards, in keeping with their frowsy hair, 
and the two men carried each a heavy, knobbed cane, 
capable of being turned into a powerful weapon. 

In addition the beach combers had loaded re- 
volvers in their hip-pockets, where they were hidden 
from sight by the slouchy coats. Izard was the 
eldest of the three, but instead of using a club or 
cane, as it might be called, his hands were thrust into 
the pockets of his coat The beard which covered 
his face to his eyes was heavier than that of either of 
his companions, while his shoulders were more stoop- 
ing, and his countenance wore a harder expression. 
He was the leader, due, perhaps not to a more evil 
nature, but to superior mental gifts. 
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As they emerged from the close undergrowth and 
trees at the crest of the height, Buzz was at the head, 
the others straggling after him like a couple of dogs 
following their master. Their actions showed that 
they were interested in something on the sea, and 
not far away. 

A trim-looking vessel lay about half a mile from 
shore. She was at anchor — having reached the spot 
only a short time before, as she had done on each of 
the two preceding afternoons. Further, the group 
had hardly cast their eyes towards the craft when a 
small boat put out from its side, which proceeding 
was but a repetition of what the puzzled beach 
combers had noticed on the previous two days. 

The flash of the water as the single pair of oars 
were swayed by one of the men reflected the rays of 
the declining sun, and the small boat neared the 
shore at a rate which proved the occupants were in 
no hurry to land. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



CHAPTER II. 

THE BEACH COMBERS. 

At the first view of the smaller boat nearing the 
shore, the beach cpmbers stepped back so as not to 
be too plain in the field of vision. It was to be sup- 
posed that those in the little craft should examine 
the spot they were approaching ; and though the 
sight of several persons would not cause any surprise 
on their part, they might have noticed the group 
before, and their third appearance in the same place 
was likely to cause speculation, and perhaps distrust. 

"There*s some mischief afoot," remarked Izard, 
" and I would give a good deal to know what it is." 

" Why do you think so ? " asked Mosler ; " just 
'cause that boat has been layin' off and on for a few 
days, and every afternoon two or three persons come 
ashore." 

" To call on old Dorcer," added Twitchell. 

" Dorcer aint receiving visitors," said Izard. 

" Aint that just what he's been doing for the last 
three days ? " 

" I mean he hasn't had any callers for years till 
now, and that's what tells something is going on. At 
any rate, I've come better prepared than before." 

The action of the leader of the beach combers told 
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what he meant by the latter remark. He had a small 
spyglass, which he now brought from his pocket, and 
leaning against the trunk of the nearest tree, levelled 
it at the smaller boat, in which his chief interest lay. 

He studied it for a few minutes, while the others 
used their eyes as best they could. They made out 
one figure, evidently that of a sailor, who was using 
the two oars with {he measured stroke of a veteran, 
while at the rear of the boat the figure of another 
person was visible; but it was uncertain whether 
there was a third, though such seemed to be the fact. 

" It looks to me," said Mosler, who, shading his 
forehead with his open hand, had been looking in- 
tently for several minutes in the direction of the sea, 
" as if there are three persons in that boat" 

" So there is," replied Izard, without lowering the 
glass. 

" And unless Tm mistook," added Twitchell, " one 
of them is a female." 

" You aint mistook," said Izard. 

" What ! have they a woman with ^em } " 

"No; it's a little girl; I can see them plain 
enough. There's Jack in the middle of the boat 
swinging the pars, and in the starn sits a young man, 
with his knees spread apart, and his arms kind of 
loose around a little girl." 

If Mosler and Twitchell had been less impressed 
than their leader by, the sight of the smaller boat and 
its occupants, the last announcement so increased 
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their curiosity that they waited impatiently for him 
to ^\v^ them a turn with the glass. 

He finally passed the instrument to each in turn, 
and the survey proved the truth of what he had said 
a moment before. The man swinging the oars was 
a sailor, so far as looks went, while the younger one 
at the stern could not be seen clearly enough for 
them to gain much knowledge of his personal ap- 
pearance, but all agreed that he was youthful, well 
dressed, and his face was without any beard. 

Naturally perhaps the most interest was centred 
in the little girl, which, as Izard had said, was stand- 
ing between the knees of the youth whose arms were 
thrown loosely around her. The young man would 
not permit her to pass beyond his loving reach, nor 
peer over the side of the boat, except from his safe 
embrace. 

As nearly as could be judged, the little one was 
about six years of age. She was without any hat or 
covering for her head, except the mass of golden hair 
which fell about her shoulders. Her dress was of a 
brilliant crimson, which was seen clearly, even before 
two of the beach combers were sure that it was worn 
by a person. 

" I didn't think they were going to Dorcer's," said 
Izard, " till it was too late to find out anything last 
night. I got down to the shore ahead of you, but when 
I came in sight of the old huC that sailor and young 
man had left and was pushing off in their own boat." 
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"They didn-t have the little gal with them last 
night ? " asked Twitchell. 

" No ; this is the first time I ever seen her ; there 
was only the sailor and young man, and I wasn't able 
to get a good look at them." 

" But you said you meant to question old Dorcer," 
reminded Mosler. 

"Well, didn't I do it?" growled the leader; 
" didn't I go down there this forenoon and spend a 
couple of hours with him ? " 

" How did you make out ? " 

" I didn't make out at all," replied Izard, gruffly. 
" I didn't want him to suspect what I was after, and I 
had to go slow and mighty careful, but it wasn't any 
use. If he seen what I was driving at, he was 
smart enough to steer clear, and when I came away 
I knowed just as much as when I went there, and 
not a bit more." 

" The're close in to shore now," added Twitchell, 
who kept the instrument levelled, " and they'll land in 
a minute or two." 

"Let me have the glass," said Izard, extending 
his hand. 

By the time, however, he had it raised, the front 
of the boat was hidden by the vegetation, and he was 
able to catch only a glimpse of the young man and 
little girl, as they also passed out of sight 

It was clear that the beach combers had nothing 
to gain by holding their station on the rough 
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mountain at the rear of Apia. Indeed, it might well 
be asked why they went thither at all, since whatever 
view they secured could only be at a distance, even 
with the aid of the spyglass ; but they must have had 
a purpose, or they would not have climbed the 
height. 

" There's no use of staying here," remarked Izard, 
shoving his glass together and putting it away; 
" we'll go down to Dorcer's cabin ; and don't forget 
what I told you." 

He had warned them that they must not allow 
themselves to be seen by the old man, or any of the 
occupants of the boat, and it was wise also that none 
of their friends should see them together. 

The leading beach comber started down the 
densely-wooded mountain side, moving with a cer- 
tainty that proved his familiarity with the task. 
They followed no beaten path, for there was no cause 
for any person using the same route ; but their advance 
could not have been more sure had they been making 
their way through one of the streets ojf Apia itself 

At the end of twenty minutes or more, Izard 
slackened his pace, and his followers knew their walk 
was nearly ended. They stepped more carefully, and 
had gone but a few rods further, when Buzz Izard 
halted abruptly, and turning his head, signalled to his 
companions to do the same. 
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CHAPTER III. 

DUKE AND DORA. 

It would be hard to picture a merrier party than that 
which occupied the little boat that left the side of the 
schooner Mary JanCy and were paddled towards the 
shore of Upolu on that beautiful afternoon in the 
summer of the South Sea. 

Duke Bogert, a grizzled Jack Tar, half a century 
old, with muscles of iron, and with his broad, honest 
face bronzed by the storms of every ocean and in 
every zone of the earth, swung the oars with that 
smooth even motion which he could have kept up for 
hours without tiring. Now and then he glanced over 
his shoulder to make sure he was heading towards the 
right point on the shore ; but, except at such times, his 
blue eyes rested lovingly on the little child before 
him. 

Evan Spencer, a sturdy American youth of eigh- 
teen years, had taken his seat at the stern, with little 
Dora Decker between his knees. She was just turned 
of six years, and though there was no blood-relation- 
ship between the two, their mutual love could not 
have been stronger had they been brother and sister. 
She prattled in the aimless way of little girls of her 
age, while he, like every one who came in contact 
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with her, never lost his patience, but answered her 
queries and explained things over and over again, 
happy himself to see her the picture of rosy vigour, 
and that sweet innocence which renders such as her 
the type of the angels above. 

" Now, Sunbeam," said he, calling her by one of 
her pet names^ " you promised to be just as good as 
good can be if I would take you ashore to-day." 

" Well, aint I always as good as I can be ? " she 
asked, flinging her curls about, and twisting her head 
around so as to look up in his face. The two count- 
enances were so close that Evan could not forbear 
touching his lips to hers before answering — 

" I suppose you are as good as yoii can be, and I 
don't know that you are such an awfully bad girl as 
some others that I have read about, but it is hard for 
you to keep still. Now, if I should let you get away 
from me for a minute only, I am sure you would fall 
overboard." 

" Why would I do that ? " 

" Because you oughtn't to do it — that, I suppose, is 
the reason which controls all such little girls as you. 
You know there are great big sharks in these waters, 
on the watch to make a supper out of just such plump 
youngsters as you." 

*^ Wouldn't they eat ugly big boys like you } " 

" Yes, indeed,'^ said sailor Bogert, whose face was 
on a broad grin, " they would nab Evan or me just as 
quick as they would swaller you." 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Duke and Dora. 15 

" But we wouldn't taste as good," added the young 
man ; " and then Duke and I know better than to 
trust ourselves within their reach." 

" There's one of them now ! " 

Dora had leaned as far to one side as the embrace 
of her guardian would permit, and was looking over 
the side of the boat into the water, as it floated away 
in ripples from the oars and stern. 

Evan Spencer turned his head at the words, and 
was startled to see an immense shark gliding silently 
after the boat, and only a few feet distant. It was 
not far below the surface, but it might have been a 
good deal deeper and still be in plain sight in those 
clear waters. 

" My gracious, Duke ! '* he exclaimed ; " but he is 
a frightful creature ! " 

" IVe seen worser," was the comment of the sailor, 
who flung his head far enough to the left to see him 
without ceasing the use of his oars. 

" I'm almost sorry I brought Dora along.*' 

"Why?" 

" Suppose anything should happen," he said, draw- 
ing his arms closer about her. 

" But why should anything happen ? " asked the 
sailor, swaying his body with the motion of the oars ; 
"the gal isn't going to jump overboard, and I reckon 
you know better than to let her make a dive for Davy 
Jones' locker." 

Evan Spencer turned his head several times, and 
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shuddered as he observed the shark holding the same 
distance from them, as if it expected to get a bite at 
one of the inmates before long. He had seen many 
of those ferocious monsters in the South Sea, and 
knew the danger which any one ran when within their 
reach. 

A hundred feet from shore the shark darted to 
one side and vanished like a flash. Young Spencer 
breathed a sigh of relief when it left, and gave his 
attention to the business before him. 

" Now," said he, as the prow of the boat gently 
glided up the shingle, ** I will leave you here with 
Duke till I come back." 

"Can't you stay three or four years?" asked 
Dora. 

"For what?" 

** So ril have plenty of time to play around shore." 

" I'll give you enough time without staying away 
that long," laughed Evan, stepping from the boat and 
reaching his hand to help her out ; " I hope to be 
back before dark," he added, as much for Duke as the 
little one, " but, there — I may stay longer." 

And kissing the happy girl good-bye, he started 
along a well-worn footpath, leading from the shore, 
through the wood, undergrowth, and running vines. 

The sailor was glad to be left alone with Sun- 
beam, and he meant that she should have all the 
sport her heart craved. 

** There," he said, a minute after his young friend 
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had departed, *' is something which you and me will 
take a squint at.'* 

" What's that ? " she asked, seeing no cause for the 
words of her friend. 

" ril show you, sweetheart," he replied, taking her 
dimpled hand within his horny palm, and leading the 
way for two or three rods along the beach. At the 
end of that brief space they came upon a sight which 
would have interested anyone. 

Three huge land-crabs were making a meal upon 
cocoanuts, and the wisdom shown was wonderful. 
One had climbed a tree, and, making its way out on 
a limb to where a ripe nut was growing, plucked it 
without trouble. It caused it to fall on a rock, but 
though the fruit must have been jarred, the shell was 
not broken. 

What then did the wise crustacean do but take the 
fruit in its big claws, and begin climbing the tree 
again } This time it reached a limb several feet above 
the one from which the fruit had been plucked, and 
before starting on the ascent it and its two com- 
panions tore the bark from the nut. 

" He'll fetch it this time," said the grinning sailor 
to the little one at his side ; "just watch him." 

Sure enough, when the cocoanut struck, the dull 
"plunk" showed that it was cracked in several 
places, through which the milk was oozing. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A DARING DEED. 

The wise crab now scrambled down the tree again 
with such haste that the sailor and little girl laughed, 
expecting to see it tumble. It did loose its hold when 
within a few feet of the base, but it probably did so 
on purpose, for it was not harmed, and started on a 
crab-like run for the fruit, which its friends had already 
attacked with great vigour. 

The three soon caused havoc with the white meat, of 
which these creatures are very fond. When they have 
no means at hand for breaking the shell of the cocoa- 
nut, they dig at the eye-holes, into which they soon 
open their way for the pincers to reach and withdraw 
the meat. The land-crab is fine eating, and they 
sometimes grow so large that one of them yields a 
pint and a half or two pints of oil. 

Dora, who had never seen anything of the kind, 
was a little timid, and when one of the largest, having 
gorged itself, began sidling towards her, she gave a 
cry of fear, and shrank behind her protector^ 

" Don't be afeared," he said, with a laugh ; *^ he's 
had all he wants to eat now, and isn't as mean as the 
shark." 

Nevertheless, from some cause, the creature per- 
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sisted in its approach, until it was within reach of the 
sailor's foot, when Duke thrust out his shoe, and be- 
fore it could fasten its claws, he gave it a flirt which 
sent it sprawling fully a rod away. It must have 
had enough of that, for, without trying to return, it 
straddled off into the woods, followed by its com- 
panions. 

*' Oh, Duke," said Dora, ** make me a sword, so I 
can kill one of them things, if it should come after me 
when you aint looking." 

The sailor was unable to refuse any request of the 
pet, any more than could Evan Spencer. With his 
knife, which like all of his class, he carried with him 
at all times, he slashed off a limb, more than an inch 
in diameter, and began trimming away the small 
shoots. 

^* I can't make much of a sword of it," he said ; 
"but ril sharpen the end, so if a lion, or elephant, or 
crab takes arter you, all you'll have to do is to hold it 
towards him, and he will run right on to it.^^ 

Dora thought that would be fine, and she watched 
her sailor friend, who sat down on the rock close to 
the water, where the ruined cocoanut lay, and went 
about his task with a slowness very trying to so im- 
patient a child. 

" I'll come back in a few minutes, when you have 
it done," she said, springing up from her seat beside 
him. 

" All right, Dimple ; but don't go fur, for you know 
c 2 
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you won't have your sword with you to kill giants and 
hobblegoblins/' 

The sailor finally trimmed the stick. It was no 
more than a foot long, but the wood had such a fine 
grain, that it took him a long while to whittle one end 
down to a point. Now and then he shifted his tobacco 
to his other cheek, and holding the stick from him, 
squinted along its length, as though he meant it should 
be true. At last, as he turned it over in his hand, he 
was unable to see a hair's variation. 

" I guess that'll do ; though I aint so sartin, arter 
all, that it will be a wise thing to let the gal have such 
a stick, for if she should happen to fall down while 
she's running. By the great horned spoon ! " 

He sprang to his feet, for looking around at that 
moment, he saw that Dora had wandered to a high 
rock jutting out over the sea. She was so close to 
the outer boundary, indeed, that Duke in his fright, 
did the worst thing possible. He had but a few rods 
to traverse, but at the moment of starting, he 
shouted — 

" Heigh, there, Dora ! What are you doing ? " 

The startled child turned quickly, for the voice 
was louder and harsher than she had ever heard from 
the kind-hearted sailor. In her alarm, she lost her 
presence of mind, and with a scream, went over the 
edge of the rock into the sea twenty feet below. 

Duke Bogert never travelled a couple of rods as 
rapidly as he bounded over the brief space, and with- 
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out an instant's pause, plunged from the rock after 
the child. Probably no more superb swimmer ever 
lived than this sailor, as he had proven many a time 
during his eventful life. 

He thought, as a matter of course, that Dora was 
below the surface ; but if so, he could readily bring 
her up again, had a hurricane been lashing the 
shore, instead of being almost as calm as a mill- 
pond. But the sea at that point was fully fifty feet 
deep, and so clear that a white pebble could have 
been seen on the bottom. 

During the brief seconds that Duke was in the air, 
he saw two sights which surprised and terrified him. 
In some way, the clothing of the child held enough 
air to keep her afloat for a brief spell. She had sunk 
only to her shoulders, though her impulse at first 
(Carried her downward to her chin, from which she 
rebounded. 

Her arms and limbs were free, and she was 
struggling in her aimless way, gasping for breath, 
because of the cool embrace of the waters, and striving 
to keep back the sobs of fear and suffering. 

It was this sight which surprised the sailor, as he 
guided his leap so as to fall beside her; but that 
which terrified him was an immense fish, darting with 
arrowy swiftness straight towards the helpless child. 
It was probably the same shark that followed their 
boat, and which was drawn to the spot by the splash 
of the water. The speed of these creatures is 
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amazing, and it looked as if nothing could save the 
child, for the shark was speeding more swiftly than 
Duke Bogert was rushing downward through the 
air. 

But, on the other hand, the fish had further to 
go, and while it was shooting through the water a 
second splash took place, and the sailor dropped in 
front of it. 

Duke could not save himself from going below the 
surface, though his skill prevented him descending far, 
and with his eyes wide open, and his senses on the 
alert, nothing escaped him. He meant to divert the 
attack of the monster from Dora to himself, and he 
succeeded. 

He saw the shark check itself, and circle half-way 
round, as if puzzled, and then, as the sailor reached the 
air, it dropped below with the purpose of biting him 
in two, or hewing off an arm or leg. Had the man 
held his place nothing could have saved him ; but the 
brave fellow had fought sharks before, and, giving his 
whole attention to the one that was after him, he, too, 
went downward, diving with such skill that when the 
fish turned to bring its jaws together his prey was 
missing. 

So long as the sailor kept below the shark he 
could baffle it, but that it may be said was not his ' 
game. After several failures, the fish was liable to 
shoot across the brief space to where Dora Decker 
could not float more than a minute or two longer. 
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The sailor felt no fear of his enemy, for he knew how 
to defeat him, but he was fighting for the life of the 
innocent child, far dearer to him than his own. 

What was more providential than the cutting and 
trimming of the short stick as described ? No better 
weapon could have been needed by one in his situ- 
ation. It was rather longer than he wished, but the 
instant he saw the open mouth, almost at his shoulder, 
he acted like the pearl-diver, when in similar danger, 
and with one fierce shove drove his arm directly be- 
tween the jaws, thrusting it in as far as he could, and 
with the sharpened stick held at right angles to his 
own limb. 

The shark tried to close his mouth for another 
attempt, but it was held open by the short stick, the 
upper end of which bored into the roof as though it 
were a spear. 

" You may as well have something more to remem- 
ber Duke Bogert by," thought the sailor, as he thrust 
his clasp-knife upward with such force that it was 
buried to the handle in the white throat of the shark. 
Even below the surface, he felt the warm life-current 
against his hand. 

" I guess that'll do," added Duke, coming to the 
surface ; " you won't be apt to bother folks till you 
get that splinter out of your tooth — and you won't 
do that right away; but you may have some relations 
round here, and it isn't a healthy place for a little gal 
to be bathing." 
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He saw that no time was to be lost. Dora's clothes 
were becoming so wet that she was sinking, when a 
powerful stroke took him to her side. 

" It^s all right, my hearty ; I had to use that stick 
of yourn, but V\\ make you another in a few minutes. 
Here we are ! " 
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CHAPTER V. 

A STEALTHY BLOW. 

Meanwhile, Evan Spencer was called upon to go 
through an occurrence almost as trying as that which 
befell little Dora Decker. 

He had not walked more than a hundred yards 
over the path which led through the dense vegetation 
when he reached a dwelling hardly a dozen feet 
square, the rear and one side being composed of solid 
rock, while the other consisted of branches, arranged 
with no little, skill, so as to protect the occupant 
against the furious storms which sometimes strew the 
shores with the staunchest war steamers of the world. 
The roof was made of leaves, limbs, and dirt, in which 
rude skill was shown, so that it was as comfortable as 
some of the larger structures in Apia. As is the rule 
in Samoa, whenever a fire was needed for cooking 
purposes it was kindled outside. 

Gilbert Dorcer, a beach comber, past three score 
and ten, had lived in this house for a score of years. 
During that long period he had dwelt alone, now and 
then appearing in Apia, where he had few words with 
those whom he met. He wore a broad-brimmed hat 
made from a species of sea-weed similar to that 
known as a Panama, had a long flowing white beard, 
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and the rest of his costume was like that of the three 
beach combers already described. 

He must have been looking for his visitor, for he 
was standing in front of his home when the manly 
figure of Evan Spencer emerged from the path and 
smilingly drew near. 

" I don't think Tm late," said the youth, glancing 
at his watch before extending his hand. 

" It's the same hour you came yesterday and the 
day before, but we ought to have agreed upon an 
earlier one, for we have too little daylight left. You 
mustn^t forget that my eyes are not as young as yours.'* 

" They seem keen enough," replied Evan, seating 
himself beside the old man, on a log near the entrance 
to his hut, " and then I don't see what special need 
there is of our eyes, any way." 

It would have been hard for a student of human 
nature to read the face of the beach comber known 
as Gilbert Dorcer. Aside from the fact that most of 
it was covered with a heavy white beard, the light 
grey eyes had a restless expression, which seemed to 
shun a straightforward look. Evan Spencer had 
noticed during their first interview that often, when 
he looked at the man, he seemed to be studying him ; 
but the instant he was observed, the beach comber 
glanced in some other direction. 

On this afternoon the old man was thoughtful. 
After taking his seat beside the young visitor he re- 
mained for several minutes looking at the ground in 
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front of him, as if in deep meditation. Young Spencer 
was anxious to finish the business that had taken him 
thither, for the night was drawing on, and if, as the 
old man had stated, there was need of dayh'ght, it 
seemed singular that he allowed the minutes to slip 
by unimproved. 

" It is the strangest experience that has befallen 
me," finally said Dorcer, arousing himself. " I sup- 
posed that Asher Spencer was dead long ago, but, if 
living, had forgotten me.^* 

" On the contrary," replied the young man, " my 
father and mother have talked about you more times 
than I can recall.^' 

"And how did he find out that I was living in 
Samoa, near the town of Apia ? " 

" The old sailor that I told you about brought him 
the message, and father directed me to deliver the 
letter which I handed you day before yesterday." 

"Yes— I know," replied the beach comber, fixing 
his eyes gn the ground. Afraid that he was about 
to lapse into another spell of abstraction, Evan said : 

"You asked me on the first day to give you 
twenty-four hours to think over your request. I 
did so, and when I came you begged another twenty- 
four hours. That period is gone, and do you want a 
further time } " 

"No, my mind is made up," said Dorcer with 
quiet emphasis. 

Evan Spencer recalled that the old man had 
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merely promised to give his decision, without any 
hint whether it would be favourable or otherwise. 
His heart beat fast, for he felt the great importance of 
the next words that would be spoken by the strange 
being. 

"I hope you have decided to grant the request 
which father sent me from the other side of the world 
to make to you." 

"I have decided to do what he has asked and 
what I promised him to do." 

It was hard for the young man to repress his 
delight. He had come from the far away State of 
New York for the purpose of handing a letter written 
by his father to this man, and the son knew the con- 
tents of the missive before it was read by the beach 
comber whose hands now held it. 

"Wait here a few minutes," added the latter, 
rising and passing within his rude dwelling, where he 
was out of view for a brief while. Reappearing, he 
handed young Spencer a folded piece of paper, 
saying: 

** You will find it all there : you don't need any 
help from me to explain the words and drawings, for 
they are plain enough for a child to understand ; but I 
have one request to make." 

" It is granted." 

'* I want you to let me know how you succeed." 

" Be assured that I shall do so ; but in what way 
shall I repay you ? " 
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" By saying nothing about it. There ! " he added, 
impatiently, " go now and let me not see you again 
until it IS over." 

This was not the most agreeable way in which to 
part from a friend, but there was no help for it, and, 
waving his hand, Evan Spencer moved over the path 
by which he had reached the spot, taking the direc- 
tion that would lead him to where he had parted with 
the sailor and little Dora. 

Despite the few words that had passed between 
the youth and the old man, so much time had elapsed 
that Evan noticed the shades of night were closing in 
as he turned his back on the strange structure and 
still stranger occupant. 

" I suppose Duke and Sunbeam are impatient,'' he 
said, as he quickened his footsteps ; " but he would 
never tire of Dora and there is nothing so strange 
about that after all " 

He stopped abruptly, for he fancied he heard the 
sound of footsteps near him. He looked around in 
the gloom, but saw nothing to account for the noise. 

" That surely was something," he thought as he 
resumed his walk toward the beach ; " I never heard 
of any wild animals in Samoa, but it has its quota of 
evil men, and I wish I had brought my pistol wkh 
me. 

He would not have felt so uneasy but for the 
precious secret he carried in that piece of paper thrust 
into an inner pocket. He knew how gladly hundreds 
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of people would take his life for its possession, and he 
was anxious to reach a place of safety with it. 

" There can't be any cause for alarm " 

At that instant Evan received a crashing blow on 
his head from behind and sank senseless to the earth, 
while the three beach combers already known to the 
reader gathered as silently as shadows around the 
prostrate form. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

A LOST PRIZE. 



It was a dreadful blow which stretched Evan Spencer 
senseless in the path, while hurrying from the cabin 
of Gilbert Dorcer to the boat to join Duke Bogert and 
little Dora Decker. Had he been given a moment's 
warning, the result might have been different, for he 
was a lusty and brave youth ; but the attack was a 
stealthy one, and the single blow did the business. 

It was several minutes before his senses came 
back, and then, as he began slowly climbing to his 
feet, his head was ringing and his senses confused, 
but by the time he was fairly erect he recalled the 
violence which he had suffered. He looked around 
in the gathering gloom, but it need hardly be said 
that the beach combers were beyond sight and reach. 

" Confound him ! " muttered Evan, " I would give 
a good deal to meet him, whoever he is, where I had a 
chance. It seems to me that Samoa is a land of 
quarrels and wrangles." 

But nothing was to be gained by waiting, and he 
feared his friends had become impatient at his long 
absence. Passing one hand over his crown, he felt a 
big swelling where the club had landed, but he was 
thankful that his skull was not fractured, and, barring 
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the headache, which would soon wear ofif, he was 
himself again. 

The short distance was speedily passed, and he 
left the path at the sea-shore, where sailor Bogert was 
sitting in the boat, his oars grasped, while little Dora 
was poised like a queen on her throne at the stern. 

" Helloa, folks ! " called Evan in his cheery way, 
" did you think I had forgotten you ? " 

Dora sprang to her feet, and clapped her hands 
with delight at sight of " Brother Ev," as she called 
him, though, as has been said, there was no blood- 
relationship between them. 

"Look out!" warned Spencer, raising his hand, 
" or you will have a tumble into the water." 

She stood erect until he had stepped within and 
seated himself as before at the stern, with her between 
his knees, while Bogert lost no time in shoving off on 
his return to the Mary Jane, 

" My gracious ! " exclaimed the startled youth, 
" your clothing is wet. Sunbeam ! What does it 
mean } " he asked, pinching her dress and passing 
his hand over different portions ; " have you been in 
swimming ? " 

She hung her head, with one of her fingers between 
her lips, and said in a faint voice : *' Duke's clothes 
are wet too." 

The amazed Evan glanced at the sailor, who 
laughed loud enough to be heard all the way to the 
schooner. 
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" Didn't I warn you, little gal, that you wasn't to 
tell your big brother nothing 'bout it ? " 

" Well, I haven't, have I ? I haven't told you 
anything at all, Ev, have I ? — how I fell oflf the rock 
into the water and Duke jumped after me, and when 
a big fish come along how he made it go away before 
it swallowed me. I haven't told you anything at all 
about that^ have I ? " 

" Not a word," replied the youth with a smile, 
drawing the little one to his breast and kissing the 
cool cheeks ; " but since a little bird has whispered in 
my ear something about a little girl falling off a rock 
into the water, and a big sailor man jumping after her, 
I would like to know more of it." 

With the help of Bogert, and after some coaxing, 
Dora told the story, which the reader knows. Evan 
saw in the simple words the record of one of the most 
heroic deeds of the grim sailor, whose superb skill in 
swimming, united with his coolness and daring, had 
enabled him to save the life of the precious child. 
Evan said little in the way of praise, for he did not 
wish to frighten Dora, who failed to realise her escape 
from a dreadful fate, and nothing was more displeasing 
to the simple-hearted seaman than compliments for 
anything done by him. 

With his arms clasped a little more closely about 
Sunbeam, Evan held his lips near her ear, and 
whispered not only loving words, but serious warnings 
of the great danger she ran by her carelessness. 
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Dora heard every thinor said, but more than likely the 
sober counsel came out of the second ear, as the 
expression goes, as fast as it entered the first. 

But young Spencer was filled with the recollection 
of what had taken place in front of the rude dwelling, 
while the stinging pain in his head reminded him of 
the supplement. He did not refer to the attack, 
through fear of alarming Dora, though he meant to 
tell Bogert the incident. The child was too young to 
understand such matters, and, as Evan had often said, 
the world brings its share of sorrow, without anyone 
seeking to add to it. 

He had placed the all-important document in the 
inner pocket of his coat, and he now touched his hand 
against his breast several times to make sure it was 
there. 

" If that were missing," he thought, " I would believe 
some persons suspected my secret, and wanted to steal 
it from me." 

Duke Bogert dipped the oars deep, and swung 
them with more vigour than on leaving the Maryja7ie, 

Night had closed in, though the moon shone 
brightly, and the schooner, as she rode easily at 
anchor, was in sight from the moment they left shore. 

Reaching the side of the vessel, little Dora was 
helped up on it, Spencer and Bogert speedily following. 

*^ Well, how did you make out ? " 

The question was asked by Captain Monbar 
Brady, the only one on the Mary Jane who knew 
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the errand of young Spencer in that part of the 
Pacific. 

" It's all right," replied the latter, his voice and 
manner showing his delight over his own success. " I 
have got it this time." 

" We'll anchor here till morning," said the captain ; 
" so we'll talk it over." 

Evan Spencer gladly followed Captain Brady into 
the cabin, where, when they were seated alone, under 
the light of the swinging lamp, they spoke without 
reserve. 

"I told your father," said the captain, "that it 
would be a wild-goose chase for me to come to Samoa, 
and I suppose it was because I insisted, that he put it 
off so long ; but I guess he was right after all." 

"You know, it is twenty years since father was 
shipwrecked in this part of the world. It was on this 
island that their craft went to pieces, and Gilbert 
Dorccr was saved through the help of my parent." 

" Your father often told me that they were on their 
way to Samoa, but did not expect to make their 
arrival in that fashion." 

" No ; Dorcer had learned, by some means which 
I never fully understood, that a captured brig with a 
casket of precious stones was lost somewhere near the 
shore of the Navigators'or Samoa Islands, and he and 
father were partners in the attempt to regain them ; 
but in the struggle for life, Dorcer lost the chart which 
located the wreck, and father was so anxiou:> to 
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reach home that he took the first chance to sail 
thither." 

** How long was it before he heard from Dorcer ? " 
"Fully ten years. An old sailor called at the 
house one day, and told father he brought a message 
from Gilbert Dorcer of Samoa. It was to the effect 
that he had found the lost chart, and that if he would 
come here, he would place it in his hands. He said 
he had lost all interest in the business himself, since 
he was leading a hermit life ; but he would gladly turn 
the chart over to father, as partial payment of the 
service he had rendered him." 

" That Dorcer must be a queer stick." 
" So he is ; a real hermit. When I presented my- 
self the day before yesterday, he refused to believe I 
was my father's son until he studied my features 
closely. Then he owned he saw a strong resemblance ; 
but still, from some cause or other, he was unwilling 
to trust the secret to me. I think he felt a little 
resentful because father sent me instead of coming 
himself. But to-day he yielded. He said he had 
thought over the matter, and, since there was no 
reason to believe he would ever see father again, and 
since, too, he did not expect to live much longer, he 
would place the secret in my hands. The chart has 
such plain directions that a child need not go 
astray." 

" Well," said the eager Captain Brady, " let's take 
a look at it." 
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Evan Spencer thrust his hand into his breast- 
pocket, and drew forth a folded piece of paper. 

" I forgot about that," he remarked, as he partly 
opened it, and recognised it as a document he had 
carried for several weeks. 

His hand went back again, and then was hurriedly 
withdrawn. 

With a gasp he sprang to his feet, and hastily 
examined his other pockets. He did this over and 
over again, as a person will do, even when certain 
there is no hope, until finally the truth could no 
longer be doubted. 

" I have been robbed of it ! " he gasped, dropping 
back on his seat. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

ON SHORE AGAIN. 

" Robbed ! *' repeated Captain Brady ; " how could 
that happen when you came straight from the hut to 
the boat where Duke was awaiting you ? " 

White-faced Evan Spencer compressed his lips 
jand shook his head. 

" Half-way between the hut and the boat, in the 
gloomiest part of the wood, I was set upon by one or 
more persons, and struck senseless to the ground. 
There's the memento I carry." 

Leaning forward he bowed his head, and, taking 
the hand of the captain, placed it upon the egg-like 
swelling on his crown. 

" That's what stopped the club," he said grimly, 
raising his head and looking into the face of the cap- 
tain, who uttered a low whistle. 

"Whew ! that puts a different face on the matter. 
Why didn't you tell me that before ? " 

" I had more important matters to talk about, but 
I would have come to it in a few minutes." 

" Didn't you suspect the object of that attack ? " 

" That was my first thought ; I pressed my hand 
against my breast, and, pinching my coat, heard the 
rattle of paper. I took it for granted that it was the 
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all-important document, forgetting about the other 
paper until this minute, when I brought it out." 

Captain Brady now asked for the particulars of 
the assault, but Evan Spencer could give him few. 
He did not get so much as a glimpse of his assailant 
or assailants, and was, therefore, without any clue by 
which to trace them. 

It wcis a woful disappointment to the youth, who 
had come from the other side of the world for the 
paper which, less than an hour before, he held in 
his hand. It was that which told him where only a 
flight search was needed to bring to the surface a box 
of gems worth a prince's ransom. And now, on the 
very threshold of success, it had been taken from him, 
and he was as helpless to recover it as was his father, 
thousands of miles away. 

Naturally cheerful, young Spencer now sank into 
the depths of .despair. He sat with bowed head, his 
gaze on the table between them, while the captain, 
hardly less impressed, lit his pipe and smoked in silence. 

The Mary Jane was riding so calmly at anchor, 
that she required no attention. The murmur of voices 
and the sound of footsteps above showed that some of 
the crew were passing to and fro over the deck, while 
the gentle ripple of the water, and the musical 
laughter of little Dora, who was such a pet with every 
one of the crew that she played havoc with all disci- 
pline, and ran hither and thither as she chose, now 
and then reached their ears. 
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The first remark was by Captain Brady, and it 
was a startling one. 

" I believe, Evan, that old Gilbert Dorcer robbed 
you." 

" Impossible ! " exclaimed the youth, starting up. 
" I left him behind in his hut, and he could not have 
done it. Besides, what reason had he for doing a 
thing of that kind ? " 

*'The best reason in the world — he didn't wish 
you to take the secret away with you." 

Evan shook his head. 

" Had he wished to recall the offer he made father 
years ago he would have done it. He might have 
claimed that he had lost the document. Or what 
could prevent him from refusing me the request, as he 
did yesterday and the day before ? " 

" His hesitation at the first two interviews proves 
that for some reason he was not as willing as he was 
ten years ago, when he sent the message by the old 
sailor. Understand, Evan, I do not claim that it was 
old Dorcer himself that struck you, but some one 
employed by him." 

" It may be as you say," replied the youth, after a 
minute's reflection, "for he felt some hesitation for 
which I cannot account ; but your theory is so violent 
that it is hard to accept it. And now must the whole 
thing be given up ? " 

" By no means ; old Dorcer, I believe, is a beach 
comber, is he not ? " 
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" Yes ; he belongs to that class which has been 
the curse of the South Sea for so many years. But 
you say I must not give it up ; tell me what I can 
do," said the youth. 

" The first thing is to go back to old Dorcer's hut, 
and look into things there." 

" I am willing to do anything that promises hope 
of success, but really I see none." 

" My dear boy," said Captain Brady, in his fatherly 
way, " it is a time for using the brains which Nature 
has given you. You know too much to rush into the 
hut with word of what has befallen you, thus putting 
the old rascal on his guard, but you must be as 
cunning and shrewd as he. I believe you will strike 
something that will help you. It is early, and Duke 
can row you there in a short time, and you will find 
the Mary Jane here when ready to return." 

" ril do it ! " exclaimed the youth, springing 
to his feet, " and I won't forget to go prepared this 
time." 

He proved what he meant by thrusting a revolver 
in his hip-pocket, and, looking at the captain, said he 
was ready for the venture. 

The two passed out of the cabin, and while the 
captain called Duke Bogert, and made known his 
orders, Evan sought little Dora, who, having finished 
her evening meal, was ready to be placed in the ham- 
mock which she always shared with her big "brother." 
He waited till the little one said her prayers, and 
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then kissing her good-night, and having assured him- 
self that she would suffer nothing from her bath, he 
passed over the vessel's side, and took his place 
in the stern, as he did when he held the little one 
before him. 

While Duke pulled at the oars, Evan told him of 
the mishap that befell him when coming along the 
path from the old man's hut, adding that he wished to 
ask the old man for an explanation, for, if any one 
could throw light on the affair, it must be old Dorcer 
himself. 

" And bein^ that is so, Fm thinking you had better 
let me go with you to the hut to help you out if you 
get into any scrape." 

"Are you armed ?" asked Evan. 

" Yes, as I always am," replied the sailor, dropping 
his oars for a moment and doubling his fists together ; 
" likewise not forgetting the knife I carry with me." 

" I am obliged to you, Duke, but I prefer that you 
wait on the shore in the boat, and if I find myself in 
need of any help I will call to you. The distance is 
so short that you won't want more than a minute or 
two to reach me." 

" All right," responded Duke, resuming his oars, 
his manner showing that he would have been much 
better pleased had he been allowed to bear his young 
friend company. 

Nothing more was said until the prow of the boat 
gently touched the beach at the point where they 
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landed before. Duke lay the craft along the shore, 
so that Evan stepped out without disturbing him. 

**I don't think I will be very long away," he 
remarked, pausing for a moment, " for I have little 
hope of gaining anything by my visit ; but when I am ' 
ready to leave, I shall expect to find you waiting 
here." 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

THE EAVESDROPPER. 

Evan Spencer threaded his way along the narrow 
path with very different feelings from those that 
stirred him when descending to the boat on his last 
visit. Although at that time his head was ringing 
from the violent blow that had brought him to the 
ground, yet the belief that he carried in his breast- 
pocket the great secret almost drove the pain from 
his brain, and made him forget everything except 
that his journey nearly half-way round the world was 
on the eve of being rewarded with full success. 

The effects of the blow were scarcely felt, thanks 
to his rugged strength and health ; but he was full of 
chagrin and resentment towards someone — he could 
not say whom. 

At times he believed Captain Brady was right, 
and that the old beach comber had played a trick 
upon him. If such were the fact, it was idle to 
make the visit, for Gilbert Dorcer was not the one 
to undo any work of that nature ; but if he was 
innocent, as Evan tried to believe, he ought to 
be able to give the young man some help in detect- 
ing the guilty parties. 

Even if unable to do that, it would seem that it 
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was in his power to duplicate to a certain extent the 
document holding the valuable secret. The beach 
comber had had the paper in his custody for a score 
of years. While it was impossible to explain his 
refusal to turn it to account, it seemed certain that 
he had examined it so often that he knew all its 
contents. He must be aware of the exact spot where 
the schooner was wrecked with its precious cargo, 
and without using the chart, as he called it, could 
direct the young man to the place, adding whatever 
directions were needed to secure the treasure. 

It was upon this phase of the mystery that the 
young American based his hope of learning some- 
thing definite by his visit to the hut of the old beach 
comber. 

Little fear of his forgetting his previous experience 
while moving along the path. He picked his way 
with the silence of an Indian, his right hand resting 
on the weapon at his hip, ready to draw it forth the 
instant there was call to do so, while his eyes 
and ears were on the alert for the first approach of 
danger. 

Although the moon was shining from an unclouded 
sky, lighting up the ocean for miles in every direction, 
none of its rays penetrated this dense tropical forest, 
which would have been almost impassable except 
along the well-marked path. He had traversed it 
comparatively a few times ; but it was so brief in 
extent, and followed such a straight line from the 
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hut to the water, that he could have advanced twice 
as fast as he was now doing without fear of going 
astray. 

Perhaps half the distance was passed, when he 
heard a faint footfall behind him. He stopped, and 
withdrew his pistol as he stooped do^vn, so as not 
only to hide himself, but to gain a better view. 

But the keen eyes saw nothing, and, believing it 
was fancy, he resumed his advance with the same 
stealth as before. Several times he paused, but no- 
thing more was heard, and a few minutes later he stood 
in the small opening in front of the beach comber's 
hut, on the very spot where he received the document 
from him as night was closing in. 

Evan paused a moment to decide upon the best 
manner of approaching the strange person. It was 
necessary to form some pretext for his visit, by which 
his true purpose could be concealed — at least, for a few 
minutes. 

Before he had formed a theory, he noticed a light 
shining within the hut. The latter being without any 
opening except the small door in front, a few of the 
rays were observable, though the light was so placed 
that, from where the youth stood, he saw little of the 
interior, and nothing of any person. 

"Til take a peep inside before I enter," he con- 
cluded, stealing fprward, and not forgetting to glance 
behind him, to make sure some one was not doing the 
same thing towards him. 
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He was within a couple of paces of the entrance, 
when, to his surprise, he caught the murmur of voices, 
proving that old Dorcer had a visitor. 

The discpvery increased the suspicion caused by 
the words of Captain Brady. 

** I believe he is a scoundrel," was the conclusion ot 
the young man, who, after a brief halt, resumed his 
approach, until he stood beside the entrance, and was 
able to gain a peep within the structure. 

He had seen the place before, so that it was 
familiar to him. A rude stand stood near the middle 
of the small apartment, and upon this was a lamp, 
such as could be found at that hour in many of the 
houses in Apia. It was filled with burning fluid, 
lighting up every portion of the hut, and its reflection 
from the faces of the two -men, as they were turned 
towards the entrance, showed their features as plainly 
as though they were standing in the glare of the mid- 
day sun. 

Both were smoking, old Dorcer sitting on the left of 
the table, with his elbow resting on it, while his com- 
panion sat a little further off" on the opposite side, his 
gaze fixed most of the time on the face of the One 
with whom he was holding conversation. This second 
man was Buzz Izard, the leader of the beach combers, 
who has already been introduced to the reader, 
though Evan Spencer now looked upon him for the 
first time, 

In the stillness of the night their words were 
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plainly heard by the eavesdropper, the two using the 
English tongue ; but, unfortunately for Evan, they 
seemed nearly to have finished their interview before 
he came within hearing distance. The expression of 
their faces, as well as their words, showed they were 
somewhat excited, if not angry. 

" I don't know as Fm under any obligations to ask 
you what I shall and what I sha*n't do," remarked the 
old man, with a flash of his eyes and. several vigorous 
whiffs from his pipe. 

"Nobody says you are ; but you've had that 
youngster from America coming here for two or three 
days, and youVe acted as though you was under some 
great obligation to him!' 

" So I am, for he's the son of the best friend I ever 
had in the world : his father saved my life twenty 
years ago." 

'* How do you know this is his son ? " said Buzz 
Izard. 

" Because he came from him ; he repeated the 
message I sent to his father ten years ago." 

" Plenty of others could do the same : that doesn't 
prove anything." 

" Do you s'pose I can ever forget Asher Spencer 
that rescued me from drowning? His son is the 
picture of what his father was at his age. There are 
the same blue eyes, the brown curly hair, the slightly 
Roman nose, the white even teeth, and the fine figure. 
I hear the resemblance in his voice, too. No, sir ; if 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



The Eavesdropper. 49 

that lad isn't the son of Asher Spencer, then I ain't 
Gilbert Dorcer." 

" Who was the little gal he brought ashore with 
him ? " 

" I didn't see anything of //^r," replied the elder, 
" though I would like to. I s'pose she is a sister, 
though it's no more my business than it is yours." 

Whatever the nature of the quarrel between the 
beach combers, it was evident the elder held the 
younger in little fear. Evan would have given much 
could he have overheard the first part of their 
conversation, which must "have referred to him, since 
he was the subject of the sentences that reached 
his ears. He believed that, had he arrived sooner, 
the questions which vexed him would have been 
answered. 

Buzz Izard, instead of replying to the defiant 
remark of Dorcer, rose from the rude stool on which 
he was seated, took his pipe from his mouth, laid 
it down on the table between them, and then, leaning 
one hand on the support, raised the other in an 
impressive manner, as if to give force to the words 
he was about to utter. 

The eavesdropper stole a step nearer, at the risk 
of betraying himself, certain that important know- 
ledge was at hand ; but it seemed as if fate was 
trifling with him that evening, for Izard, after posIng» 
changed his mind, and stalked out of the door 
without a word. 
£ 
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Indeed, so brisk was his movement, that it 
required some dexterity on the part of young 
Spencer to escape discovery. In this opening the 
moonlight found its way, and, had he been a second 
or two later in dodging behind the corner of the hut, 
he would have been seen. 

'^ He's the man I want to bring to book," was 
the conclusion of the youth, darting softly after the 
beach comber, who had started over the path by 
which Evan reached the spot. 

He had no time to look around to learn whether 
Dorcer followed his visitor to the door, as was natural 
he should do, for all of the American's thoughts were 
upon the other, who, from some cause, he believed 
was the one that had brought him to the ground by 
that stealthy blow. 

The beach comber vanished among the trees, with 
young Spencer a couple of paces behind him. The 
pursuer thought it best to follow to the edge of the 
sea, where they would be in the flood of moonlight, 
and where he could be handled much more readily 
than in the wood or near the hut of the old man. 

This probably would have been the result could 
Evan have been able to conceal his pursuit, but he 
was obliged to walk fast, and, in the gloom, could not 
avoid striking the brush and undergrowth at his side. 

"Sh ! whafs that ? Is that you, Gross ? " 

The question of the beach comber proved he had 
no suspicion of a stranger at hand. As before, Evan 
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bent low, and the next minute dimly discerned the 
figure of the man slowly approaching him, as though 
not satisfied with the silence that followed his 
question. 

*' Why don't you speak ? " growled Izard, feeling 
his way with great care ; " what trick are you 
trying?" 

This query brought a reply very different from 
what he anticipated. 

" Stir a step, or cry out, and you are a dead man, 
for my pistol is at your head ! " 
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CHAPTER IX. 

BETWEEN TWO FIRES. 

As Evan Spencer uttered these startling words he 
rose upright in the gloom, with his weapon firmly 
grasped, and thrust almost against the face of the 
beach comber, who asked in a quaking voice : 

** Who are you ? What do you want ? " 

" I'm the one you struck to the earth a whne ago 
and took a paper from ; hand it back at once." 

** Let me see," said Izard, knowing he was caught ; 
" I believe I did have something of the kind, but it 
wasn't me that hit you." 

" Cease speaking, and do what I command ! " 

Evan saw his arms were in motion, as if he was 
searching his pockets, and he stepped back to guard 
against any sudden movement in the gloom. There 
was no telling what this man might do, for none 
could know better than he the value of the paper 
which he had secured. 

Doubtless Buzz Izard would have been eager to 
dash the weapon aside, and strike down the youth 
with more vigour than before, but the slight recoil 
told him the danger of any such attempt. 

" Here it is ! " said he, extending his hand. 

Young Spencer could not see clearly enough to 
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identify, the document, and he suspected a trick, but 
there was no help for it. Keeping his weapon 
pointed with his right hand, he reached out his left 
and took it. 

**Now I hope youVe satisfied," growled Izard, 
"and I can go my way." 

" I don't know about that," replied Evan ; " you 
can't go till I am sure you haven't deceived me." 

" How are you going to tell ? " asked the other, 
with something of the old tremor in his voice. 

"Turn about, and keep along the path till you 
reach the shore, where a friend awaits me. We will 
look at the paper by moonlight, and, if it is all right, 
you may go ; if not, I will make it right r 

There was no escaping, and, facing about, the 
beach comber resumed his walk, with the youth at 
his heels. 

The latter believed that, if the other had deceived 
him, he would not follow the path to the epd. He 
looked for him to make a sudden leap to one side 
among the trees before going far. 

But Izard slouched along the path, with his hands 
thrust in the side-pockets of his coat, and hi^ round 
shoulders higher than ever. He, too, carried one 
of those small deadly weapons, and he reproached 
himself that he had not called it into use the moment 
' he was stopped, instead of bandying words with the 
youth. Even as he walked, the temptation was 
strong still to do so. It was easy to place his hand 
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upon the pistol, and draw it forth ; but, to make sure 
work, he would have to wheel about before firing. 
He was able to do that quickly, but not quickly 
enough to succeed. 

No ; it must have impressed him that he had 
allowed the golden opportunity to pass, and he was 
now helpless in the hands of one whose years were 
hardly a third of his own. 

It seemed to Evan Spencer that his seeming good 
fortune could not be real. With hardly a grain of 
hope of ever seeing the paper again, it was too much 
to believe he had really recovered it, after it had been 
out of his hands barely more than an hour. But the 
obedience of the beach comber to his commands 
looked as if he did not fear the test before him. 

" I guess it is the right one," thought the youth 
with a flutter of hope ; "at any rate, I shall soon 
know." 

But at this moment an alarming discovery came. 
He heard footsteps behind him. They were stealthy, 
like those of a wild animal, but they were close at 
hand. 

He glanced around, but the gloom was too deep to 
discern anything. He hoped that it was the old man 
Dorcer, for the sharp words he had overheard between 
him and the one in front did much to remove the dis- 
trust first felt. More than likely, if he were so near, it 
was as a friend. 

But, at the best, the situation of Evan Spencer was 
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anything but pleasant, resembling in some respects 
that of the sportsman who starts out to hunt the tiger, 
and finds the tiger hunting him. It was too much to 
expect he could hold two men at bay by keeping one 
in the front and the other at the rear; and, if the 
latter were an associate of the other, it would be 
strange indeed if he allowed a friend to be marched 
ofif in the manner described. 

"There's one thing certain," thought the youth, 
folding the paper as best he could with his left hand, 
and shoving it into his pocket ; " they shall never rob 
me of that again." 

Fortunately, the path was not only of brief extent, 
but the greater portion of it had already been gone 
over. Hardly a minute passed after the discovery of 
the stranger behind him, when he saw the moonlight 
in front, showing he was close to the open space by 
the sea-shore, where it was almost like day itself. 

The man ahead stumbled slightly, and Evan 
closed his grasp upon his weapon, but he saw the slip 
was accidental. At the same moment, however, a 
slight noise behind caused him to whirl about to meet 
his new danger. 

Though he did it quickly, he was a second too late. 
The stranger was upon him like an avalanche ; and the 
one in front joining at the same moment with the 
fierceness of a lion, he was borne to the earth beneath 
their attack. 
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CHATTER X. 

Ax\ OPFORTUNE ARRIVAL. 

Evan Spencer was caught in the worst situation 
possible ; but if his assailants supposed he held a 
thought of surrender, they speedily learned their 
mistake. 

Attacked fiercely in front and rear, and borne to 
the earth, despite his resistance, he struggled while on 
the ground with such effect that each of his foes re- 
ceived violent blows, and, despite their utmost efforts, 
were forced to recoil a step or two to escape the lusty 
youth's fists and feet. 

The most trying feature to Evan was that, in spite 
of his grasp on his revolver, it was struck from his 
hand by the sudden onslaught of the beach comber 
behind him. It was on the ground near by, but there 
was no chance to search for it while pressed so hard. 

The two vagrants were armed like himself, but 
they refrained from using their weapons so long as 
there was hope of success without them. The death 
of a young man connected with an American vessel 
was hkely to prove serious to them, for our nation 
stands high in the regard of the Samoans, and the 
authors of such a crime were quite sure to be traced. 

As for Evan Spencer, he would have been quick to 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



An Opportune A k rival. S? 

use his pistol/but, as we have shown, he was unarmed 
at the very moment he most needed a weapon with 
which to protect himself. 

He was prompt to observe a fact during the heat 
of the struggle. The beach comber in front was 
making desperate efforts to secufe the paper that had 
been restored to its former resting-place in the imief 
pocket of his coat. This made it certain that Buzz 
Izard, after all, had given up the proper docu- 
ment. 

This fact nerved the arm of young Spencer with 
unusual vigour. The instant his assailants withdrew 
the single step to avoid his hands and feet, he leaped 
upright, as if made of rubber, and drove his fists right 
and left with all his power. Gross Mosler, the second 
beach comber, received a blow which sent him back- 
ward to the earth, and Evan aimed another at the 
elder beach comber, who dodged it, and then, strange 
as it may seem, turned and fled as if in great terror. 

" IVe arrived ! " exclaimed Duke Bogert, making 
a start as if to pursue the elder beach comber, who, 
however, was too quick for him ; " and I thought you 
was to call me if I was wanted ? " he added. 

"My gracious, Duke, I hadn't time to think of 
^ou" replied Evan, with a laugh, now that all danger 
was over. 

"I wonder how that land shark feels?" said the 
sailor, walking toward the prostrate form, which sud- 
denly sprang to its feet, and dashed up the path after 
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the leader. He certainly could not have chosen a 
better time for leaving. 

"What have you been doinV* demanded Duke 
Bogert, facing round toward his young friend, " bein' 
as how you can't put foot on this island without the 
sharks goin* for you ? " 

" There are certainly some persons more popular 
in this part of Samoa than I am, but I hope we are 
done with them now." 

" Didn't you tell me you had -a gun with you ? 
Bein* that that is so, Td like to know as why you 
didn't use it > " 

Evan made clear the reason, and, not wishing to 
lose the weapon, he turned to search for it. There it 
lay, in plain sight, almost at his feet. Had he known 
it sooner, he would have used it upon his assailants ; 
but, after all, it was as well that such was not the case. 

He was still panting from his exertions, but he 
soon recovered, and stepping into the small boat, 
the sailor dipped the oars, and once more headed 
toward the Mary Jane in plain sight across the 
moonlit sea. 

As the shore gradually faded from view the youth 
turned his attention in other directions. He was far 
enough from land to see the lights of Apia twinkling 
across the water. This straggling town lies along a 
crescent-shaped bay, and, as dimly seen in the moon- 
light, the picture was strikingly beautiful. At vary- 
ing distances vessels were riding at anchor, while the 
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Mary Jane looked more trim and beautiful than 
ever through the fleecy moonlight. 

Between the smaller boat and the schooner the 
outlines of another craft suddenly came out from the 
gloom. The unique object was a double canoe, a 
species of craft common among the Samoan islands. 
It was two of those graceful boats joined at the 
middle by a deck-like arrangement, with a sail re- 
sembling tfie leg-of-mutton pattern. 

It would have proved an awkward structure for 
any of us to handle, but the natives are at home with 
fhem, often venturing out upon the stormy sea, and 
making dangerous voyages between and among the 
islands, where certain destruction would follow less 
skilful navigators. 

Perhaps Evan Spencer's stirring experience made 
him suspicious, for the moment he saw the double 
canoe he wondered whether it had anything to do 
with the events on shore. 

The native vessel had caught enough of the breeze 
to move smoothly through the water. It was directly 
between our friends and the schooner, but while some 
distance away, veered to the right, so as to give the 
other boat plenty of sea room. 

" Bear a little toward them," said Evan in a 
guarded voice ; " I would like to get a sight of those 
fellows." 

Duke Bogert obeyed ; but the change of course 
was instantly noticed by the natives, who swerved 
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still more sharply, and prevented any lessening of the 
space between them. 

"They don't want to git acquainted," remarked 
the sailor with a grin, " and bein* as they can outsail 
us, I'm much afeard we can't make 'em haul to and 
show their colours." 

"It isn't worth the attempt," replied Evan, who 
leaned over the side of the boat and studied the craft 
as the two came opposite each other. The spreading 
sail hid much of the view, but he saw there were five 
or six natives on the double canoe skimming- over the 
sea toward shore. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

A SECRET OF THE SEA. 

Captain Monbar Brady was pacing the deck of 
the il/^r^/^;/^, anxiously glancing toward shore, and 
straining his eyes to catch the first glimpse of the 
returning boat with Duke Bogert and Evan Spencer. 
The moment he saw them he placed his hand beside 
his mouth and called out : 

" What success ? " 

" Perfect ! " was the reply, and, a minute later, the 
young American grasped his hand. 

" I've done a hundred times better than 1 had a 
right to expect," he added, "for I met the beach 
comber who robbed me, and made him give up the 
document I have it this time sure ; but did you seo 
anything unusual while we were gone ? " 

" Yes," replied the captain ; " one of those double 
canoes so common in this part of the world came 
from shore shortly after you left, and made a circuit 
of the schooner." 

" Did it come very near ? " 

" Near enough for us to hail the natives ; but they 
gave no answer, and soon put back again." 

'*We met them, and they avoided us also. I 
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wonder whether they had any designs upon the 
schooner ? " 

" I half suspect it," said the captain, who seemed 
to be in a distrustful mood ; " if they hadn't found us 
oil the look-out, most likely they would have paid us 
a visit." 

Evan was hardly prepared to believe this, but the 
two passed into the cabin, where they seated them- 
selves, as before, at the table, with the lamp burning 
overheard. Young Spencer gave a hurried account 
of his second encounter in the mountain-path, and of 
his having forced the rogue to restore the stolen 
document. 

*' It would have gone ill with me," he said, " but 
for the arrival of Duke, who scared them away ; how- 
ever, airs well that ends well," he added, drawing the 
paper from his pocket, and spreading it out on the 
table between them. 

The captain shifted his chair, so as to place himself 
beside his young friend, and as the sheet, stained by 
time, and with the ink dim and yellow from age, was 
flattened out, the two looked upon the following 
drawing and explanations — 

lion/ Bt ad 




>^ Cow fide 

They studied the diagram for several minutes with 
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an interest which may be imagined, for it was the 
most important revelation on which their eyes had 
ever looked. Finally the captain spoke — 

" The old fellow was right when he said a child could 
understand it. Three hundred feet west of Lion's 
Head, and two hundred feet north from the shore, 
is the spot where the wreck of the Golden Arrow lies." 

" And in the rotting cabin of that old schooner is 
a small square box containing diamonds to the value 
of hundreds of thousands of dollars," added Evan 
Spencer with flushed face. ** The only ones who sur- 
vived that disaster were Gilbert Dorcer and my father, 
and the secret has rested with them for twenty years. 
Strange that such a wealth of treasure should remain 
all that time undisturbed." 

" Yes," said the doubting seaman, ** it is strange if 
such is the fact!* 

" Do you doubt it ? " asked Evan, starting up. 

" I have misgivings. To me it is incredible that 
that old scamp, as I believe Dorcer to be, should live 
so long within reach of such a prize, and yet not lay 
his hands on it ; it is contrary to the laws of common 
sense." 

" Well," said the youth, " we shall soon know the 
truth. There are a good many strange facts con- 
nected with the business. I confess I shared your 
doubts until we reached Samoa, and of course they 
will not all disappear until the treasure is found." 

" I have no right to complain," remarked Captain 
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Brady, who saw the depressing effect his words had 
upon his young friend ; " for your father chartered 
the Mary JanCy and hired the services of myself and 
crew for a year, paying my own price, with the 
promise of one -tenth of the value of the treasure 
if recovered. Aside from that, I need riot tell you 
that you can depend upon me to the end." 

"I have never doubted that, though you have 
never felt the ardour that has stirred me at times in 
the hunt ; but," continued Evan, turning again to the 
sheet of paper, " what do you take to be the meaning 
of the words * At low tide ' .? " 

" I judge they mean that the search must be made 
at low tide, becatise at high water the wreck is too 
deep to be reached." 

The youth now referred to what may seem to 
have been a singular oversight, though such was not 
the fact. Although the Mary Jane had sailed this 
-mmense distance to hunt for a treasure from the 
wreck of a vessel, yet there was nothing on the 
schooner in the shape of diving armour, when it was 
more than probable that such a convenience would be 
needed. 

DuTce Bogcrt was the man depended upon to go 
down to the sunken treasure, but no inducement 
would lead him. to encase himself in the suit by 
which professional divers are able to spend hours 
below the surface of the sea. His faith in his 
natatorial powers was great ; and he declared that, if 
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swathed in one of those leaden suits, he would 
smother in a single minute. It was useless to argue 
with him, and the Mary Jane sailed without any 
appliances that it would seem ought to have been the 
first thought of Captain Brady and Evan Spencer 
when preparing for their enterprise. But they agreed 
that, if it were found that the wreck was too deep to 
be reached by ordinary diving, they would procure 
the outfit in Apia, as it was natural to believe could 
be done. Then, too, if Duke still refused, a pro- 
fessional diver could be engaged, 

" The next step," said Evan, " is to locate that 
little bay or inlet, which is too small to be honoured 
with a name.*' 

"You had no talk with Dorcer on that 
point?" 

** No ; for after he said the paper contained all 
that was necessary, it didn't occur to me that any 
questions were necessary ; but," said Spencer briskly, 
" I recall that father described the bay as being on 
the northern side of the island, and only a few miles 
from Apia." 

"That isn't very definite," replied Captain Brady, 
who was more intelligent than most men of his class ; 
" our main dependence must be on locating that bluff 
called Lion's Head." 

" If it looks enough like the front of an animal to 
receive that name, it ought to be well known." 

" And that's just what I'm afraid of, for it may be 
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so well known that the first inquiries we make will 
start suspicion." 

" Suppose it does," Evan hastened to say, a trifle 
impatient at the doubts of his friend, "not even 
Bismarck nor any of his Germans, nor the French or 
English, have any warrant for interfering with us." 

" Germany's great ruler has a way of doing as he 
pleases, without waiting for the formality of a 
warrant ; but, of course, no one can hinder us, and 
the job, if done at all, ought to require but a short 
time. What I really fear is that the man who robbed 
you of this chart had it in his possession long enough 
to learn the secret." 

" That is possible, though improbable." 

" We can afford to burn up the paper, now that 
we have examined it so carefully, for everything there 
is so impressed on our minds that we can never 
forget it. The secret is simple enough for the scamp 
who took it from you to have done the same. You 
saw nothing of it when watching him talking with 
old Dorcer in the hut } " 

" No ; it was not sham, and that leads me to 
think Dorcer knew nothing of its being in the 
possession of the other." 

" It may have been discussed before you reached 
the spot" 

" Well," said young Spencer, moving uneasily in 
his seat, "the conclusion of the matter is that we 
can't hurry too mucK in whatever we decide to do." 
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" There's no questioning tAai ; we'll up anchor at 
the first streakings of light, and start on our voyage 
of exploration. We have been so lucky up to this 
point, that we may strike the right spot very soon. 
Let's take another look at that chart." 

Both bent their heads over the paper, and studied 
it several minutes, when the captain observed : 

" If that is drawn correctly, the bay is about six 
hundred feet wide, for the point where the wreck is 
said to be lying is near the middle. So we have to 
look for an inlet of that width, running inland for 
about a third of that extent, and with a mass of rocks 
on the eastern side of the entrance that, it is presumed, 
bears some resemblance to the head of a lion. IVe 
noticed, however," continued the captain, " that many 
such fancifully-named places, like the constellations 
in the sky, do not look at all like the object they're 
named after." 

" My main reliance is that the name * Lion's 
Head ' is known to so many that little inquiry will 
be needed to locate it." 

"And that is what I dread," replied Captain 
Brady, with a significant shake of his head. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

OFF SHORE. 

Just here an explanation is required about another 
person, who has a part to play in the incidents of our 
story. We refer to little Dora Decker. 

When but an infant, she was left at the door of 
Asher Spencer, in his home in the State of New 
York, the waif having pinned to her dress a scrap of 
paper giving her name, and saying she was of respect- 
able parentage. This was all, and since the Spencers 
had but the single child Evan, a lusty youth in his 
teens, they looked upon the infant as a gift sent from 
heaven. Their only fear was that the parents might 
take her away after she had so entwined herself 
among the tendrils of their hearts that her loss would 
be as cruel as death itself. 

But over four years had passed, and never a word 
had come to them that could throw light on her 
history. No child of their own could have been more 
precious to the parents, nor to the son, than this little 
one, over whose fate such -a mystery hovered. Their 
prayer was that she might be spared to comfort them 
in their old age, for she promised to become one of 
the sweetest and most winsome of her sex. 

When a little more than five years old, as they 
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judged her to be, the family were thrown into grief 
by signs of a decline in her health. The physicians 
fancied at first it was due to repining on her part over 
the loss of her relatives, and most likely because she 
was separated from her own mother ; but this could 
not be the fact, else the heart-sickness would have 
shown itself sooner. Furthermore, the child's memory 
of events preceding her coming to the Spencers was 
so dim that nothing definite was ever gained from her 
by the most careful questioning. 

The child did not improve, though her decline was 
so slow. When one of the wisest of medical men 
insisted that, young as she was, she required a total 
change of scene, Asher Spencer decided to carry out 
the scheme which he had talked about for years in his 
own family ; that was, to send a vessel to the South 
Sea in search of the diamonds lost there a score of 
years before. 

This of itself was a sufficient object, but a still 
deeper and more urgent one was the benefit of little 
Dora's health, more precious to him and his wife than 
all the jewels resting at the bottom of the ocean. 

Dora disliked to leave her father and mother, as 
she regarded them, for so long a time ; but since she 
was to have the company of her big brother Ev, she 
became delighted with the prospect, and really seemed 
to improve from the moment she learned of the voyage 
she was to take in the beautiful Mary Jane, 

This decision on the part of Asher Spencer was 
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one of the wisest made during his long and eventful 
life. There is no question that the long sea-voyage 
was the very thing the child's strange malady re- 
quired, and more than likely it saved her life. 

From the various points at which the Mary Jane 
touched, on her way to the Samoan Islands, Evan 
sent letters to his parents, assuring them that Dora 
was like her old self again, with health fully restored. 
Naturally she had become the life and pet of the 
vessel, and the captain and sailors were willing to 
extend the voyage for several years, provided she 
could bear them company. This news reconciled the 
husband and wife to the long separation from the 
child, whose absence was like the withdrawal of the 
sun from their heavens. 

It will be understood, therefore, that there was a 
twofold reason for the presence of the American 
schooner in Samoan waters. 

Little sleep came to Evan Spencer after his talk 
with Captain Brady and the examination of the 
chart, first belonging to Gilbert Dorcer, the old beach 
comber. While he saw grounds for hope of securing 
riches at one stroke, as may be said, he could not deny 
there was good reason for the doubts of the skipper, 
who was so much older than he that he could not be 
carried away by the ardour of youth, which is so often 
misleading in its results. 

The son knew what was unknown to Captain 
Brady. His father had not sent a properly-equipped 
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party in search of the ^ems at the bottom of the sea 
for the simple reason that he could not afford it. But 
for that, the step would have been taken long before. 
At last he saved enough to charter the Mary Jane^ 
with its captain and crew, and the venture was 
made. 

If Captain Brady should return bootless, it meant 
the ruin of Mr. Spencer, for every dollar that he had 
saved would be gone, and he was too advanced in 
years to do little more in that line. The dependence 
of himself, wife, and little Dora would be upon Evan, 
who would willingly do all in his power for them ; but, 
naturally enough, when he saw wealth within his 
grasp, he was eager to secure it 

Long before light, and while Dora was still sleep- 
ing, Evan Spencer was on deck, awaiting the hour 
when the anchor would be weighed and sail made. 

If the captain shared his distrust, he did not allow it 
to appear, for he moved about and gave his orders with 
the same coolness that he showed when his schooner 
was fighting its way out of one of those cyclones, 
hundreds of miles in diameter, which sometimes sweep 
over the mighty Pacific. 

The breeze was only strong enough for the schooner 
to move at the rate of two or three miles an hour 
when all sail was set. Not knowing the locality, the 
prudent captain kept well off shore, though the 
soundings showed he might venture much closer 
without danger. The water had the same marvellous 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



72 Lost in Samoa, 

clearness, the bottom often being in plain sight when 
more than fifty feet below the surface. 

Evan stood beside his friend the captain, who 
studied the beautiful panorama as it unfolded before 
him. The island was one mass of vegetation, and the 
hills to the rear of Apia, rising one above the other to 
the height of nearly a mile, wore a soft tint which 
made them lovely in their inviting coolness. Here 
and there a tiny thread of silver gleamed amid the 
emerald, which under the glass was seen to be a stream 
of water issuing from the hills, and, after tumbling 
over a rocky ledge, was lost in the wealth of vegetation 
below, in which the bread-fruit trees, cocoanuts, yams, 
taro, and sweet potatoes grew without limit. 

The shore was of rugged outline, with numerous 
indentations and projections, which could not have 
been scrutinised more closely had their lives depended 
on the issue. Several times Evan uttered an exclama- 
tion, believing he had discovered the right spot ; but 
Captain Brady shook his head, and told him he was 
mistaken. 

The theory of the captain, for which he had some 
grounds, was that the scene of the wreck was between 
two and three miles from the spot where the Mary 
Jane had been lying at anchor. Knowing that he 
might be mistaken, however, his chief dependence was 
on the projecting mass of rocks which bore the name 
of Lion's Head, while Evan studied more closely the 
contour of the shore. 
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Fully two miles had been passed, and still Captain 
Brady gave no sign. Now and then he lowered the 
glass and looked about him, as a careful captain will 
do, even when there is no reason to suspect matters are 
not going as they wish. 

Finally he spoke. 

" Do you see that the shore yonder curves inward } " 

" It seems to be curving in and out over the entire 
distance," was the reply of young Spencer, who felt 
some impatience at the slow progress of the schooner. 

" But there is not only a small inlet yonder, but on 
the eastern side there is a big towering rock. It is 
hard to find any resemblance to the head of a lion, 
but other folks may be able to see enough to warrant 
the name." 

" Do you believe it is the place of the wreck ? " 
asked Evan, turning toward him. 

" It looks more like it than any place I have yet 
seen," was the reply of the captain ; who added, " any 
way, I think we ought to look into the matter." 

A few minutes later the Mary Jane was riding at 
anchor, and the small boat once more put out from 
her side, containing not only Evan Spencer and Duke 
Bogert, but Captain Brady, who felt that the time had 
come when it was his duty to take a hand in the 
business. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

SCANNING THE BOTTOM OF THE SEA. 

All the signs showed that Captain Brady was right. 
As the little boat neared land, the occupants saw that 
the shore curved inwards, after the manner marked 
on the chart, and there was a large mass of rock on 
the east of the entrance. 

" I believe it is the right place," said the hopeful 
Evan. 

" It looks so, but nothing in this world is easier 
than to be mistaken," was the guarded reply of the 
old salt. 

" Yes," assented Duke Bogert, as he swayed the 
oars, " I have found that out more than once in my 
time, and I haven't lived quite a hundred years." 

Young Spencer was in no mood for jesting. His 
nerves had been on such a strain for days that he had 
eaten little, and was able to think of hardly anything 
but the errand that had brought him to that part of 
the world. Since Duke Bogert was counted upon to 
bear an important part in the enterprise, it had been 
deemed best to acquaint him with the meaning of 
Evan's repeated visits to the hut of the old beach 
comber. He showed little interest in the business, 
asking few questions, and expressing himself ready 
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whenever necessary to take a plunge into the sea, in 
quest of whatever might be at the bottom. 

Under the direction of the captain, he rowed close 
to the rocks, where the water was found to be about 
a dozen feet deep. It was low tide, so that every- 
thing was favourable for the search. Checking the 
boat for a few minutes, Captain Brady scanned their 
surroundings. 

"As near as I can judge," said he, glancing across 
the mouth of the entrance, " it is less than three 
hundred yards to the other side. Now, Duke, row 
half-way across, and then we*ll head toward land. 
If we have struck the right spot, we can^t be far out 
of the way." 

The sailor rowed with a gentle stroke, slowly 
nearing the point named, while his companions strove 
to keep their bearings. 

*' It is calm and quiet enough now," said Captain 
Brady, " but you can see what an ugly spot this would 
be for a vessel caught in a tornado or hurricane. The 
Golden A rrow must have struck . the rocks, and then 
recoiled and gone down two hundred feet from land 
at low water." 

A few minutes later Duke rested on his oars, and 
looked at the captain for orders. 

" You couldn't hit it any closer," said the latter ; 
" now head toward land, and move as slowly as you 
can." 

Evan Spencer sat at the stern, while the captain 
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was at the bow. Both peered into the crystal depths, 
scanning the bottom of the bay with keen scrutiny. 
As before, the water was wonderfully clear. It really 
seemed as if a pin could have been seen, for the sur- 
face was barely rippled, the sailor impelling the boat 
so gently that he appeared to make no effort at 
all. 

But a slight disappointment greeted this survey. 
All had expected to see a smooth sandy bottom, 
offering the best ground for the attempt to bring up 
the treasure from the wreck ; but the depth varied. 
At times the sand was white or yellow, and then it 
showed dark, the depth in many places being no more 
than a dozen feet, while in others it was three times 
as great. Not only that, but huge rocks with jagged 
edges were sometimes seen ; and while the two were 
studying the ground so closely a long shadowy 
figure glided across their field of vision, and vanished 
like the flitting of a giant bird's wing. It was another 
terrible shark, the monsters so justly held in dread 
by every one. 

Young Spencer often raised his head, and glanced 
at the shore, which they were gradually nearing. 
He was sure they were within a couple of hundred 
feet, but as yet neither he nor the captain had 
caught the first glimpse of anything resembling a 
wreck. 

His frame trembled under the great dread that 
passed over him. 
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" Has not Gilbert Dorcer deceived me ? Is it 
natural that he should give up such a secret when it 
IS in his power to enrich himself for ever ? This is 
the place shown on the chart, but is not the chart 
itself a fraud ? He gave it to me to deceive me, when 
the treasure was taken away years ago." 

He did not utter these thoughts, but as he saw 
Captain Brady leaning over the prow, and looking 
down in the water, as though searching for nothing 
in particular, he wondered what fancies were passing 
through Azs brain. 

Still the little boat crept slowly toward land, as if 
moving without help of oar, which rippled the surface 
only at intervals, until it was apparent that the shore, 
instead of being two hundred feet away, was not more 
than half that distance. 

** What's the use of going further ? " called the 
youth to the captain. " We have missed it." 

Without looking around, the latter raised his hand 
and signalled to Duke Bogert to continue work. The 
latter, glancing over his shoulder, saw the sign, and 
dipped his paddles slightly deeper, giving the boat 
impetus enough to send it the whole distance without 
further aid. 

Evan Spencer's heart sank as he saw the prow 
near the rocky shore ; and when it gently touched the 
shock became a pang. 

" Well," said Captain Brady, sitting upright and 
facing about, " we didn't find it after all." 
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" Do you think it is there ? " asked Evan, in such 
tones that the hardy sailor held back the cynical reply 
on his lips. 

"It is too soon to judge," said he, " though we 
passed over the course where, according to the chart, 
we ought to have found it ; but it may be that the spot 
is not marked as correctly as we suppose. The wreck 
has been down there a long time, and though the 
waves could not hurt it much, the winds and currents 
may have moved it to the right or left, or worked it 
apart ; or, after settling in place, it may be lying a 
dozen yards to the right or left of the path we 
followed." 

These were hopeful words to the youth, who, a 
minute before, was in despair. 

" It strikes me," added the captain, again scanning 
their surroundings, " that the wreck, wherever it is, will 
be found two hundred feet from shore, as marked on 
the chart. Now, Duke, row out again as near that 
distance as you can, and then, instead of heading to- 
ward land, we will go to the other side of the entrance 
to the bay." 

The three kept the same positions as before, while 
Duke Bogert, understanding what was required, rowed 
the boat, if possible, with greater care than ever. 
Once or twice, indeed, while resting for a moment 
on his oars, he took a peep over the side of the boat, 
as though he thought he might discover something 
which eluded their vision. 
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" Helloa ! " he suddenly called out, backing water 
so abruptly that the others felt the shock. 

" What is it ? " asked the startled Evan, while the 
captain turned his head. 

"There's something down there," added Duke, 
bending over as if he meant to thrust his nose into 
the water itself. 

" I see nothing," said young Spencer, shifting his 
position so as to bring him closer to the sailor. 

" It's all right," remarked Duke with a grin, as if 
unaware that it was all wrong ; " I thought I seen a 
piece of a wreck, but it is only a lot of stone that 
looks as if it had been knocked off of some rocks. 
You obsarve it ? " 

Yes ; both had seen it, but, for all that, it was cruel 
disappointment to Evan, whose hopes had been roused 
to the highest point by the words and action of the 
sailor. 

The little boat moved on until the prow almost 
touched the other side of the entrance, when it was 
turned about, and, taking a course a little further out, 
it returned. Then it went back once more, keeping 
closer to shore. 

At the end of the last trip Captain Brady looked 
up with the remark : 

" Evan, there's no wreck here ; we have both been 
fooled ! " 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

A WISE QUESTION. 

Evan Spencer was prepared for the crushing words 
of Captain Brady. They were not needed to convince 
him that the wreck of the Golden Arrow ^ on which 
he had builded such high hopes, was a myth, and that 
the voyage • from the other side of the world was in 
vain. Nothing remained but to set out for home 
again, and face the hard conditions awaiting him. 

" There*s no use of fooling in these parts any 
longer," said the youth, with an indifference of manner 
which surprised as much as it pleased the captain ; 
" the tide will soon be coming in, and we may as well 
go back." 

Duke Bogert, catching the nod of the captain, 
headed for the Mary Jane^ his face and manner 
showing no more agitation than if he had been ashore 
to purchase some trifles for himself. Although the 
old sailor had displayed little curiosity about the full 
cause of the voyage to the South Sea, it was in- 
evitable that he should know a great deal concerning 
the business. He, like every other member of the 
crew, was aware that it was expected to recover some 
treasure from a sunken wreck among the Samoan 
islands; but such enterprises are so common along 
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the coasts of our own country and in other parts of 
the world, that there was little in the matter to stir 
them. The rule is that such essays never result as 
favourably as their projectors expect, and the captain 
and crew of the Maty Jane did not share in the 
glowing hopes of young Spencer. Their wages were 
secure, and small odds to them whether the wind 
blew high or blew low. 

Little conversation took place on their return to 
the Mary Jane^ where, as may be supposed, the crew 
were curious to know the result of the visit to shore. 
There was slight call for questioning, since the faces 
of the party told the story. It was curious that young 
Spencer showed more courage and hopefulness, now 
that the crisis seemed to have come, than Captain 
Brady, who had been such a pessimist from the start. 
This may have been due to natural reaction of youth 
and the healthy nature of the lad. 

But a strange result of the shore-expedition 
followed, inasmuch as the key to the situation, as it 
may be called, was found by the last person in the 
world who would have been thought able to find it — 
that is, little Dora Decker. 

Evan was dandling her on his knee, and telling 
her that they would soon set out on their way to 
father and mother, when she looked up in his face and 
asked : 

" Why didn't you take me with you in the boat 
this morning ? " 

G 
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" Well, we had Captain Brady with us, and you 
know, Sunbeam, that you find it so hard to keep still 
that I am always afraid you will fall overboard, just 
like a little girl did yesterday when she went too near 
the edge of the rocks." 

" What of that, Ev ? You had Duke with you, and 
he would pull me out again.** 

" But then we didn't take Duke along for that ; if 
he had to spend all his time pulling little girls out 
of the water, he wouldn't be able to do much for us. 
The captain don't hire him to keep watch for girls 
that can't take care of themselves." 

" Then who does pay him for it ? " was the arch 
query. 

" He don't ask any pay, when it only happens now 
and then ; but, my little girl, I'll take you ashore the 
next time with me. We are going to sail round to 
that town we saw, which they call Apia, and will 
spend several days there. You shall see all worth 
seeing, and needn't go back to the schooner till we are 
ready to sail." 

" But, Ev," persisted Dora, " when you went 
ashore this morning, it was 'not at the same place as 
before?" 

" No ; we were looking for something else." 

** And it wasn't where you and I went ashore } " 

" No ; nor where the captain went with us." 

She looked into the face of the big brother, as 
though she was considering some weighty question. 
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" It wasn't the right spot ? " 

" No." 

^^ How do you know that the place where the captain 
went with you is the right spot ? " 

Young Spencer was silent a moment and then a 
thrill went through him. Ay, what certainty had 
he and the captain that they had searched for the 
wreck at the right place ? 

True, the little bay with the towering rock on the 
side fitted the description on the chart — so well 
indeed that neither had thought of questioning or 
looking further. They had assumed that the rocks 
were those marked on the paper as Lion's Head, and 
yet after all it was only a guess. 

Captain Brady had declared the mouth of the 
inlet broader than the chart seemed to warrant, but 
the fact had not brought a doubt into the minds of 
the friends since the correspondence in other respects 
was so close. 

But what was more probable that there were other 
places along the shore of Samoa agreeing better with 
the description than the one where they had given up 
the effort to find the sunken treasure ? 

Young Spencer was so impressed by the 
question of Dora that, taking her hand in his own, 
he sought the captain, who was making ready to 
return to Apia before starting on the long homeward 
voyage. 

"Captain," said he, '^Sunbeam here thinks that 
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perhaps we made a mistake in settling upon that 
spot yonder as the scene of the wreck of the Golden 
Arrow'' 

The seaman looked into the face of the youth as 
though he did not understand him. Evan hastened to 
explain. 

" By the great horned spoon, as Duke says," ex- 
claimed the captain, " I shouldn't wonder if she's right ; 
how was it possible the thought never came to 
us?" 

" I give it up," replied Evan, who was in much 
brighter mood than before, now that hope was stirred 
again. "Not until the spot is located beyond 
question and examined will I admit that old Dorcer 
may have played us false. The search must go on, 
and the question is how it shall be done." 

** We have received proof that our movements are 
watched," said the captain, " and since we have re- 
turned I have seen things on shore that leave no 
doubt of suspicious eyes being turned this way. It 
strikes me that . it won't be wise for us to prowl 
along shore where everything we do will be 
seen." 

" I will land," said Evan, who had done a good 
deal of thinking since the new idea put in his brain 
by Dora, " and quietly hunt until I am sure of the 
right spot. Then I will signal to you, and the search 
can be made." 

The plan of young Spencer was simple and wise. 
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There was nothing to be feared from wild animals or 
poisonous serpents, and the natives were friendly 
throughout the island, though at times they warred 
against each other. It was safe to wander from any 
point to another, and at this season the climate was 
delightful. 

Spencer's intention was to travel along the 
northern shore of the island, making guarded in- 
quiries, where it was safe to do so, until the Lion*s 
Head was located. Then he would notify Captain 
Brady, and the hunt- for the buried treasure could be 
pressed with such vigour that no one would have a 
chance to interfere with the work. 

The captain was surprised when Evan said that 
he meant to take little Dora with him on the excur- 
sion, but a moment's thought showed no reason to 
object, and the tramp promised to be like a pic-nic to 
the light-hearted girl. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

UP THE MOUNTAIN PATH. 

Evan Spencer needed slight preparation for his 
excursion along the northern shore of Samoa, The 
only weapon he carried was his revolver, for which 
he expected little, if any, use. He cut a stout stick 
to be used as a staff, for more than likely there would 
be some hills to climb, and, though the huts of the 
natives would be found here and there, the paths 
might not prove so easy of travel as the one that was 
the scene of the incidents already told. 

The first fact which he thought necessary to 
establish was whether the small bay in which they 
had failed to find any evidence of the wreck of the 
Golden Arrow was the one marked on the chart of 
the old beach comber. 

After Duke Bogert had put the youth and little 
Dora ashore, he bade them good-bye, and, returning 
to the Mary Jane^ the latter hoisted sail and headed 
for Apia, where Captain Brady meant to stay until 
the morrow, when he would sail along the shore on 
the look-out for Spencer, who expected to find no 
trouble in communicating with him whenever neces- 
sary. 

A brief search revealed a path which, though not 
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as clearly marked as the one so often referred to, 
offered the very route he wanted, since it led into the 
interior from the water's edge, and doubtless led to 
some native dwelling not far off. 

** We'll see where this will take us," he said to 
Dora, who, slipping her hand from his grasp, danced 
ahead like a fairy ; " and, my young lady, if you run 
too far off, I shall bring you back, and make you stay 
by my side all the time." 

"You needn't be afraid," she called from a point 
two or three rods in advance ; " if I see anything that 
will hurt you, I will tell you, so you can run." 

Such a child never dreams of danger until it is 
upon it, and Dora gave little heed to the warning 
of her big brother, who, staff in hand, walked briskly 
along the path, on the alert for any and every thing 
that might be encountered. 

The trail led up and down, with a general ascent, 
which, if continued long enough, would carry them to 
a height of several thousand feet. It was rough and 
rocky in many places, while at others it wound about 
the huge boulders that were too high to be climbed 
without great difficulty. 

Occasionally they halted to examine the cocoa- 
nut and bread-fruit trees, or to pluck some flower, of 
which there was an abundance on every hand. As 
they climbed higher, too, the view of the sea ex- 
tended. There were many places where the vegeta- 
tion was so open that the vision to the north was 
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clear, while the hills to the south shut off the view in 
that direction. 

Leaning on his heavy staff, and slightly wearied 
from his continual climbing, young Spencer gazed 
upon the lovely panorama, covering hundreds of 
square miles of the Pacific. The scene was similar in 
many respects to that which greeted the eyes of the 
beach combers when they climbed the elevation to 
watch the Mary Jane off shore. 

Other vessels beside his own schooner were in 
sight, some of them just visible in the far-away 
horizon ; but while the young American was enjoy- 
ing the picture, his attention was fixed on a native 
boat, slowly moving across the small bay where the 
vain search for the wreck of the Golden Arrow had 
been made earlier in the day. 

" I wonder whether that is the same craft we saw 
last night?" was the thought of the youth, as he 
observed that it was a double canoe, with a large sail, 
which held enough of the breeze to carry it forward 
faster than the Mary Jane, 

While there was nothing in the appearance of this 
native boat to cause wonder, its action was singular ; 
for it followed the precise course taken by Duke 
Bogert with the small boat belonging to the schooner. 
Nearing the huge rock, which our friends had sup- 
posed was the Lion's Head, it moved out to a point 
near the middle of the bay, then turned toward 
shore, and, coming back again, passed to and fro by 
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different routes between the two sides of the entrance. 
That* completed, it headed westward, keeping so close 
in shore that it soon vanished from sight around the 
rocky, wooded shores. 

There was too much in this to be set down as 
only a coincidence. The movements of the double 
canoe proved that those on board had closely 
watched the actions of the Americans in the smaller 
boat. 

"I can't quite make it out," said Evan Spencer, 
turning to resume his ascent of the mountain path. 
" The rogue that I compelled to give back my paper 
couldn't have been in the canoe last night, for it was 
out on the sea, near the Mary Jane^ at the time ; but 
I would wager any odds that both he and the other 
one are in it now." 

The conclusion he formed was that, while the 
beach comber who had attacked him knew the docu- 
ment held valuable information, yet it was in his 
custody for too brief a time to allow him to learn the 
secret. Suspecting its nature, however, he was dog- 
ging the white men in the hope of discovering it in 
time to turn it to account. 

'* It follows," said young Spencer to himself, " that 
they saw me and Dora come ashore, and, more than 
likely, will keep an eye on our movements, though I 
perceive no signs of it." 

It was a pleasing theory that the beach combers 
must depend on the Americans for knowledge of the 
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secret, and, could young Spencer have dismissed all 
doubt from his mind, it would have added elasticity 
to his gait as he pushed up the mountain path. 

But through it all rose the question : Suppose 
that the rock far below him was the one known as the 
Lion's Head, and that the chart meant that the 
Golden Arrow was wrecked on that spot twenty years 
before, what then ? 

It was a perplexing subject, and must remain so 
until more light was obtained. Sober thought told 
him that Dorcer never could have sent word to* his 
father of such a treasure within his reach unless there 
was a basis of truth in it 

It was impossible for the youth to keep his mind 
away from the questions which continually came up, 
and though he often thrust them behind him, they 
would present themselves again, as they did during 
the silent watches of the night, when he lay tossing 
on his pillow, vainly seeking to woo slumber. 

It struck him that he had followed the path long 
enough to arrive somewhere. He was several hundred 
yards from the sea-shore, but saw no signs of hut or 
dwelling. He paused a moment and looked ahead. 

A short way in advance the trail turned so sharply 
to the left that further view was shut off. It was at 
this point, just where the bend began, that little Dora 
had come to a halt, and stood gazing so fixedly that 
it was evident she saw something that interested her 
deeply. 
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" Helloa, Sunbeam, what do you see ? " called 
young Spencer, increasing his pace. 

Instead of replying with words, she uttered a 
scream, and, wheeling about, ran toward him with 
outstretched arms, the picture of terror. 



/' 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

MATSE AT HOME. 

Evan Spenxer stopped short as he saw little Dora 
running toward him in such fright, and held his right 
hand on his revolver at his hip. The distance be- 
tween him and the child was so slight that he knew 
whatever danger threatened could not overtake her 
before she reached him. 

To his astonishment she had passed no more than 
half the space, when a half-grown native boy darted 
into sight on a dead run after her. He was perhaps 
fifteen or sixteen years of age, with long, straight 
black hair, and wearing as his only clothing a broad 
strip of cloth, made from the inner bark of the mulberry 
tree abundantly found on the Island. This reached 
from his waist to his knees, being so loosely confined 
that it allowed full freedom of movement. His face, 
breast, and limbs glistened with cocoa-nut oil, which 
the natives use not only on their persons but on 
their glossy hair. When thus arrayed, they resemble 
figures of polished bronze, and, since their forms and 
features are quite regular and pleasing, it was difficult 
for the young American to understand why Dora was 
so frightened at the young islander. 

The lad carried nothing in his hands, and was 
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grinning to that extent that his even white teeth 
were seen the moment he came in sight He did not 
check his pursuit on observing the child*s defender 
poised in such a threatening attitude, but, breaking 
into merry laughter, rushed forward with such fleet- 
ness, that he had but to extend his hand to reach the 
terrified child at the moment she arrived in front of 
her protector. 

" Why, Sunbeam," said Evan, seeing no harm was 
meant, " what frightens you ? " 

" Oh, Ev, he was making faces at me ! You 
ought to have seen him," she replied, running behind 
her companion, and peering at her pursuer, as an 
Indian glances at his foe from behind the trunk of a 
tree where he has taken refuge. 

Her companion could not restrain his laughter, 
not only at the absurd fear of his pet, but at the 
conduct of the native lad, who, finding himself face to 
face with a strange young man, stopped short, and, 
with his pleasing smile, looked at him and ex- 
plained : 

" Me want to kiss her — me won't bite her." 

" You're a brave one, ain't you ? " said Evan, as, 
reaching one hand to the rear, he drew her in front. 
" This young man has fallen in love with you at first 
sight, and only wants the privilege of a kiss." 

" I won't ! I won't !" she replied, stamping her tiny 
foot and holding back ; " I don't like him ! he's 
horrid ! I'll die before he shall kiss me." 
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" Don't carry on in that style ! Tm ashamed of 
you, Dora ; he won't harm you." 

She quickly recovered from her fear, and con- 
sented to hold her place'beside him, where, with her 
bright eyes fixed on the other, she could dodge be- 
hind Evan at the first move on the part of the 
native. 

Evan was glad of the presence of the latter, even 
though he presented himself in such an original 
manner, for he not only liked his looks, but learned 
from his expressions, already uttered, that he spoke 
English quite well. 

" What's your name } " asked Evan, looking in the 
shining face. 

" Matse. Me, Matse, live up dere." 

As he spoke he turned partly around and ex- 
tended his hand toward the point whence he had 
come with such haste. 

" Is your home there ? " 

He nodded his head several times with great 
vigour by way of reply, and did not forget to keep up 
his grinning, the glow of his countenance seeming to 
add to the sparkle of his coal-black eyes. 

Indeed, it may be said that the natives of the 
Samoan Islands are the finest, physically and men- 
tally, in Polynesia. The average height of the men is 
five feet ten inches, many being still taller, and their 
narrow hips, broad shoulders, and muscular develop- 
ment would awaken admiration anywhere. Some of 
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the females have such regular features that they would 
be pronounced comely looking in any land of civilisa- 
tion. All are addicted to the use of cocoa oil on their 
straight black hair and their dusky bodies, a practice 
which, though picturesque, perhaps, in its effects, can- 
not be said to add to their attractiveness of looks. 

Hoping that he had struck a mine of knowledge, 
Evan said : 

" Well, Matse, I would like to call at your house 
and see you and your people." 

The response was overwhelming. The young 
native broke into jolly laughter again, leaping fully a 
foot from the ground, as if in excess of joy, and re- 
plied : 

" Come, me show you ; come wid Matse ; come, 
come !" 

" Hold on," said young Spencer, " I don't want to 
run, for the path is up hill, and I am already tired." 

But Matse seemed to find it hard to suit his gait 
to that of the others, even though they walked quite 
briskly. He would run a few paces, then stop short, 
look around, as if wishing to hasten their footsteps, 
and then, when they had nearly reached him, he was 
off again, to halt and wait as before. 

Short as was the distance to traverse, this was 
repeated several times before the bend where Dora 
received her fright was reached. By that time the 
little one was herself again, and with her hand in that 
of her protector, who grasped his staff with the other, 
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she was as curious as he to see the home of one of the 
native families of that interesting country. 

The structure, at first view, resembled a huge bee- 
hive. It was made of cocoa-nut leaves, plaited 
together for the sides, .the roof being thatched with 
sugar-cane leaves, and extending from the peak so 
closely to the ground that little room was left for the 
walls. The principal part of a Samoan house consists 
of roof.- 

When this is properly put together it affords pro- 
tection against the severest storms. The houses have 
no doors, suspended mats serving that purpose. 
When it begins to grow dark,* screens of plaited palm 
leaves are placed around the dwellings, but are always 
removed on the following morning, for in such a 
moist, warm climate, all the ventilation possible is 
required. 

Young Spencer was sure of a welcome from the 
simple dwellers within the structure before him. He 
was hopeful of meeting the whole family, or at least 
several members of it ; but, to his surprise, saw only 
one person — a middle-aged woman, who was no doubt 
the mother of the sprightly Matse, 

The interior of the native Samoan house is divided 
into sleeping apartments by screens of cloth, hung 
from the roof, and the couches are piles of mats 
of cocoa fibre, placed on the ground. Human 
ingenuity would find it hard to think of more un- 
comfortable pillows, which resemble small " saw 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Matse at Home, 97 

horses," elevated a few inches above the earth, and on 
which the neck instead of the head rests. How any 
person can sleep in the position compelled by this 
instrument of torture is past finding out. 

No fire is kindled within doors, where there is 
little that can be dignified with the name of furniture. 
Most of the matting is rolled up during the day, and 
piled between the central pillows which support the 
roof, but enough is left spread out here and there to 
afford pleasant resting and lounging places for the 
occupants. 

The mistress of the house was seated on one of 
these pieces of matting, with her face towards them, 
as if her curiosity had been roused by sounds of 
voices. She rose to her feet the moment they ap- 
peared, and awaited their coming with such a pleasant 
smile that even Dora knew they were welcome. 

The woman was better clad than her son, though 
like him her arms, lower limbs, and feet were un- 
covered. When first seen placidly sitting on the 
matting, her feet were crossed tailor-fashion, her arms 
folded, with her back against one of the supports of 
her dwelling, which posture she could keep for hours 
and find pleasant. 

Matse ran forward and said something to her in 
their native tongue, and she nodded and smiled as if 
pleased. 

With a courtesy natural to him, Evan Spencer raised 
his hat as he came up, and holding it in hand, said : 

H 
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" I hope we are not intruding, but we shall be 
grateful if we can rest here a few minutes." 

He saw that his words were not understood by 
the woman, who, still smiling, looked at her son, as if 
asking him to interpret for her. He did so promptly, 
and then, addressing the visitors, added : 

" Come in — set on mat — much glad to have you — 
she no talk Eengleesh — Matse talk it." 

"Indeed, you speak remarkably well," replied 
Evan, who, following the gestures of the woman, 
stepped beneath the huge bee-hive, and seated him- 
self on the mat pointed out to him. The coolness 
was grateful, and as he looked around at the odd 
structure he thought that for their special purposes 
they could not be improved. 

They were hardly seated when she* brought them 
some cocoa-nut milk in a half cocoa-nut shell. It was 
delicious, and both of the guests drank enough to 
delight the heart of any host or hostess given to 
hospitality. 
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AN ALARMING DISCOVERY. 

Now all this^ and much more, was interesting to Evan 
Spencer, who was pleased to see how quickly little 
Dora and the native boy Matse became friends. The 
child was shy at first, but there was no resisting the 
good nature of the lad, who frolicked and turned 
somersaults, and walked on his hands and knees in 
such grotesque fashion that even the sedate mother 
smiled at his antics. 

After the cocoa-nut milk was drunk, she produced 
some bread-fruit, of which the visitors ate. There 
were a score of chickens scratching the dirt outside, 
and she proved her hospitality by wringing the neck 
of one of them and proceeding to dress and cook it 
over the small fire burning outside. 

It was past noori when the simple meal was com- 
pleted, which they ate sitting cross-legged on one of 
the mats. Neither Matse nor his mother would touch 
any of the food until their guests were through, when 
they ate what was left. No knives or forks were 
used, though each was given a piece of cloth which 
served well as a napkin. Then, after another swallow 
or two of the rich milk of the cocoa-nut, the young 
American felt he had made as good a meal as he 
could wish. % 

H 2 
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As we have said, this was interesting to Evan 
Spencer, but he did not forget his real errand in visit- 
ing this part of the island. He was in quest of inform- 
ation about the Lion's Head, and felt there was no 
time to lose, even though Dora and her new friend 
were having such rare fun. Calling Matse to him, 
therefore, he put a few questions to him. 

" Where is your father, Matse ? " 

" He work on cotton plantation," he said, pointing 
down the mountain-side in the direction of Apia. 

" Have you no brothers or sisters ? " 

" Had brother — he dead — don't have him now." 

** When will your father come home? " 

"He come when sun go down — mebbe afore — 
not much." 

" Can you tell me where the Lion's Head is ? " 

" Neber see lion — no lions here." 

" But I don't mean the animal they call a lion, but 
a big rock along the sea shore." 

Matse ceased his frolicking long enough to think 
hard for a minute or two, and then he put the ques- 
tion to his mother, who promptly replied in the native 
tongue. 

" Neber heard 'bout Lion's Head," he said, throw- 
ing a handspring ; " must be somewhere else — ain't 
here." 

This was not encouraging, but young Spencer 
thought it likely he might gain the knowledge from 
the head of the household when he returned at night. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



An Alarming Discovery, ioi 

It was a long time to wait, and he doubted the 
prudence of doing so, though at a loss where else to 
turn to hunt up the information. 

It is probable he would have left at once, after 
rewarding his friends for their hospitality, but the 
cool of the house was so pleasant after climbing the 
mountain-path, that he decided to wait for an hour or 
so, when he would seek what he wanted elsewhere. 
Besides, Matse had said that his parent would possibly 
return before nightfall, and he might appear earlier 
than usual. 

"Are there any other dwellings near you?" he 
asked, when the lad ceased his antics for the moment. 

Matse stared at the youth as if in doubt of the 
meaning of the question. It was repeated more care- 
fully, and then he explained as best he could that a 
friend of his lived further up the mountain, though, as 
nearly as Evan could judge, the spot was nearly a 
mile distant 

" I won't start to hunt him up," was the conclusion 
of Evan, as he lounged on the matting, " especially as 
it isn't likely he could tell me what I want to know. 
At any rate, FU wait here a while and let these two 
amuse themselves to their heart's content" 

Seeing him assume the prone posture, the woman 
hurriedly brought one of the native pillows for his 
comfort. Evan first placed it under his head, and then 
beneath his neck, but laughingly threw it aside. 

" I might as well try to sleep with my head on the 
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rung of a ladder/* he said, as he rolled up one end of 
the matting, so as to gain a comfortable support. 

A few minutes later he became drowsy, and in a 
short time his eyes closed and his senses wandered off 
into the land of dreams. The woman showed her 
thoughtfulness by sending her son outside the build- 
ing, where the two could play without disturbing the 
sleeper, and the children willingly obeyed. The trees 
offered plenty of shade, where they could frolic to 
their hearths content and laugh and shout without 
awaking the young man, who never slept more 
sweetly in his life. 

Indeed, so deep was his slumber, that when he 
finally opened his • eyes the sun was well down the 
sky and most of the afternoon gone. 

Young Spencer lay on his side, as ' his senses 
gradually came back to him, wondering where he was, 
and by what means he had come to the place. He 
saw the woman seated on the matting when he first 
caught sight of her, her shoulders against one of the 
supports, and her eyes closed as if she had seized the 
chance on this sultry afternoon to sleep ; but no other 
living person was in his field of vision. 

He kept his gaze on her for a few minutes, and 
then it all came back to him. This was the native 
hut to which he had wandered in the company of 
Dora, whom he had left playing with the native boy, 
Matse, and they were within his reach when he 
stretched out for a brief nap on the matting. 
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But he could hear n'othing of their voices, and he 
raised himself on his elbow and looked around in quest 
of them. The chickens were scratching the dirt and 
grubbing for food among the trees and bushes out- 
side, the soft murmur of the Pacific crept up the 
mountain-slope, and the gentle breeze rustled through 
the vegetation, but there was no music of laughter or 
merry voices. 

** It must be they are resting. Probably Dora has 
fallen asleep, and Matse, grown tired of play, is watch- 
ing over her ; but it seems to me they ought to be io 
sight." • 

Conscious of a vague alarm which he could not 
explain, he rose to his feet and glanced around. 
Slight as was the noise thus caused it had awakened 
the woman, who was scarcely an instant behind him 
in rising. 

" Where are the children ? " he asked of her. 

But her smile and shake of the head showed she 
did not understand the question, though it seemed to 
him she ought to have known from his manner what 
he wanted to know. 

" I did a foolish thing in bringing her with me," 
muttered Evan, angry with himself, " for I can never 
feel easy when she is out of sight." 

Stepping outside the structure, he placed his 
fingers against the end of his tongue and emitted a 
shrill note which rang through the woods like the 
blast of a stektp-whistle. It was the call by which he 
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had summoned her when half a mile away, and to 
which, despite her thoughtlessness, she always re- 
sponded whenever in her power to do so. 

He listened for the reply, but there was none. Of 
course he expected no such answer as the sound just 
emitted, but if Dora were near she generally uttered a 
cry to let him know he was heard and she was hasten- 
ing to obey his summons. 

Young Spencer tried to believe there was no 
ground for misgiving, and yet, despite himself, it grew 
upon him with the passing of the minutes. Nothing 
seemed more to be expected than that the two had 
gone on a stroll through the woods and would soon 
return ; but they failed to show up, and his alarm 
increased. 

He was on the point of repeating the call, when 
he turned toward the woman who was watching him 
with much interest, and made known as best he could 
by gesture what he desired. She must have under- 
stood the cause of his whistling, for she stepped forth 
and called the name of her boy in a clear, ringing 
voice. 

She did so but once, and calmly walked oack to 
the mat from which she had risen, and resumed her 
seat. The action said as plainly as words that all 
that was needed had been done, and that her guest 
had only to wait a few minutes for the coming of the 
boy and girl. 

Evan interpreted her- action as meaning this, and 
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made no more signals, though it was hard to restrain 
his impatience ; but that the woman was right was 
proven a few minutes later, when Matse suddenly 
came to view around the bend in the path where Evan 
first caught sight of the native dwelling. 

But he was alone ! 

The heart of young Spencer almost ceased beating. 
He stared for a moment, hoping the little one was 
close behind him ; but the lad advanced steadily and 
she still remained invisible. 

Matse was walking slowly as if tired, but his 
honest face bore the same cheery smile as before, 
and this did something to soothe the fears of Evan, 
though it could not entirely remove them. 

" Where is the little girl } " he demanded, hurrying 
to meet the native. 

" She gons ! " was the terrifying reply. 
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CHAPTER XVIIL 

A VOICE ACROSS THE WATERS. 

Evan Spencer was speechless for the moment. Then 
catching Matse by the arm, he said : 

" Tell me what you have done with her at once ! " 

There was no smile left on the face of the lad, 
who struggled, and in his excitement protested in his 
native tongue, until his master, seeing his mistake, 
released his grip, and added : 

" Where is she ? What has become of her ? " 

"Three men come long — say dey friends — say 
oder friends waitin^ down de path — take her off wid 
dem." 

" Did she go willingly ?" continued Evan, striving 
to keep his agitation under control. 

" No ; she cry — den dey coax — say you want her 
to go — show her nice tings — den you come — den she 
stop cryin* — den she go wid 'em.'* 

"And why didn't you run back and tell me?" 
demanded the youth, half disposed to punish the lad 
for his negligence. 

•* I started to run — one ob 'em catch hold ob me — 
hit me here." 

And Matse pointed to a cruel bruise on his 
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forehead, extending to his crown, covered by nothing 
except his long glossy hair. 

" One ob *em stay wid me," added the lad, speaking 
more freely, now that the chance was given ; " oders 
go wid little girl — bimeby my man leab me and he 
go arter oders — den I come back to tell you." 

This was astounding news indeed, and even with 
the broken but graphic words of Matse in his ears it 
was difficult for Evan to realise what had taken place. 
He was about to speak, when the lad added : 

" Bad men, beach combers." 

" How long ago did this happen ? " 

Matse explained as best as he could, and Spencer 
judged that the abduction of Dora had occurred no 
more than half an hour before. 

Not a minute was to be lost. If the miscreants 
were following the mountain path to the sea he ought 
to overtake them by the time they reached the shore. 
It was not the hour to stand on ceremony, and with- 
out so much as bidding his native friend good-bye, he 
started down the trail on a run, slipping his hand to 
his hip to make sure his revolver was in place. It 
was there, and he prayed that he might have the oppor- 
tunity to use it before the lapse of many minutes. 

He thought fast as he sped forward, for the occur- 
rence was not only startling of itself, but opened a 
train of speculation of the most alarming nature. 

That the three beach combers who had committed 
this crime included the two with whom he had the 
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affray the evening before he did not doubt. His first 
theory was that they had done the deed as a means 
of revenge upon him for his recapture of the paper 
holding the secret of the sea ; but he asked himself 
why they should have done that instead of visiting 
their resentment upon him personally. 

" Ah ! " he reflected, " no cruelty that they could 
inflict on me could be a thousandth part as cruel as 
this blow. But what will they do with herf* 

Another pang passed through him when he 
reached the narrow ravine where she had leaped so 
fearlessly across, and. recalled the incident which gave 
him such momentary fear. 

" Little did I dream that this would follow," he 
said, bounding over the chasm and hastening forward. 
" It will be a sad voyage home if we have to go with- 
out her ; but I won* t go without her^* he added, break- 
ing into a more rapid run than before. 

As nearly as he could judge, he had passed over 
one half the distance between the home of Matse and 
the sea-shore, and he found himself scanning a path 
in front, on the look-out for the three beach combers, 
whose enmity pursued him so persistently. 

But if they had gained the half-hour start which 
he counted on they must have been at the sea-shore, 
or very near it, at the moment he started in pursuit. 
Knowing, as they must, that an effort was certain to 
be made for the recovery of the child, they would use 
every minute at their command. He took heart at 
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first in the belief that Dora would not be able to 
travel as fast as he was going, and they would be 
obliged to graduate their pace to hers ; but second 
thought showed little ground for such hope, for any 
one of them could carry so light a burden without 
trouble, or with one on either side they could force 
her to a gait fully the equal of his own. 

Within a few paces of another turn in the path he 
heard the rattle of a stone, as if struck by the foot of 
some person. Checking his speed he drew his re- 
volver, and stole forward at a cautious but rapid walk, 
eager to attack the villains on the first opportunity. 

A man appeared walking toward him. He was 
a tall, muscular native, and something in the counten- 
ance told young Spencer that he was the father of 
Matse. He paused abruptly, and raised the heavy 
stick which he was carrying, prepared to defend him- 
self against the individual whose appearance must 
have suggested that he was a madman. 

"I mean you no harm," Evan hastened to say, 
understanding the cause of the man's attitude, " but I 
mean harm to three wretches that have just fled down 
this path. Have you seen them ? " 

" Who mean "i Dunno," replied the native, speak- 
ing not only with the broken accent of Matse, but 
with a musical voice strikingly similar. 

" I stopped at your house with a little girl. While 
I slept three beach combers stole her ; they fled down 
this path, and you must have met them." 
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But the native shook his head in dissent 

" Didn't see *em — don't know 'em.'* 

" Have you come all the way from the sea-shore 
along this path ? " 

The fellow again shook his head. 

"Come. down dere." 

He pointed to the side of the main trail, where 
Evan, now that his attention was directed thither, saw 
a foot-path so lightly worn that he would have 
passed it without notice. 

The first reply of the^ native brought the dis- 
heartening conviction that the abductors had not kept 
to the main route, but had turned off shortly after 
capturing the little one, but his explanation left the 
matter as it was before. If the beach combers had 
followed the chief trail they had passed this point 
before the native appeared. 

Only an instant was necessary for this conclusion, 
and the youth left him as abruptly as he left his son 
a short time before, dashing down the trail, as though 
certain he was on the heels of the men whose punish- 
ment could not be too severe. The native stood 
motionless, staring after him, and doubtless wonder- 
ing what it all meant, with little prospect that the 
mystery would be cleared up on his arrival home by 
the story which Matse was waiting to tell him. 

Young Spencer had but a short distance left to 
travel, and he did not spare himself. The task was 
easy, for the descent continued over the entire course, 
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though the abrupt turns and the liability of coming 
abruptly upon his enemies checked him, when his 
impulse was to make greater haste than ever. 

He noticed the sun near the horizon, and saw that 
night was not far off. Whatever was done must be 
done quickly. Though another full moon would illu- 
minate earth and sea, it could give him little help 
in the task- before him. Time was beyond all value 
to him. 

The gleam of water appeared through the trees, 
and a few more bounds carried him clear of the wood 
and out upon the sea-shore, where he stared around 
in despair. 

The straining vision saw a canoe, fully a hundred 
yards from land, gliding out to sea, under the impulse 
of the sail which seemed to envelop the craft, like a 
great umbrella, bearing it onward as a swallow skims 
across a meadow. 

Evan Spencer could see several dark figures on 
board, and among them, in the gloom of the gather- 
ing twilight, he caught the crimson hue of a little 
dress which he knew too well. 

At the same moment a childish voice came across 
the waters — 

" Oh ! Ev, please come and take me ! " 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

TIEFO. 

^The sight set the blood of Evan Spencer on fire. He 
stood on the sea-shore, and saw in the gathering gloom 
the canoe with its heavy sail gliding rapidly out in 
the twilight, while little Dora stretched out her arms 
and called to him in vain to take her to him. 

He was powerless : he could do nothing, though 
he would have given a fortune could he but step 
within that boat and attack the occupants, no matter 
if they numbered a dozen. The figures were dimly 
visible, but he judged there were only two or three. 
, " Don't feel bad, Sunbeam," he called back ; '* I 
will soon corfie and take you away with me." 

« Good-night, Ev." 

" Good-night," he replied, adding in a lower tone 
and with a breaking heart, "God be with you, my 
darling/' 

He kept his place by the water's edge until the 
canoe mingled with the gloom and was seen no 
longer. He had obtained mastery over his emotions, 
and he sighed deeply, as at last he turned his head 
away, and asked himself what he should do, for he 
could never rest until little Dora was clasped in his 
arms again. 
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But how could she be followed ? That was the 
question he turned over in his mind, in the vain 
attempt to find the answer. 

There was more than one phase of this wretched 
business which was beyond solution to him. He still 
clung to his belief that the men who had just 
vanished from sight with Dora included the two 
beach combers with whom he had had such a stirring 
experience the night before. The most plausible 
theory that he could base on this fact was that they 
had deliberately stolen Dora in order to compel him 
to give up the secret which he carried away on the 
slip of paper. 

This was in the custody of the leading beach 
comber for so brief a time that he gained no oppor- 
tunity to learn its contents. He must have intended 
to examine it on the following morning, or when a 
suitable chance presented, but, as the reader has 
learned, that chance never came. 

It followed from this that Buzz Izard had gathered 
enough from Gilbert Dorcer to know the importance 
of the knowledge carried away by the young Ameri- 
can, but his quarrel with the old man shut him off from 
learning anything more. The indispensable step was 
to secure another glimpse of the important document. 

That the movements of Evan and his friends were 
watched was proven by the action of the beach 
combers in searching over the bay . where the vain 
hunt had been made for the sunken wreck. 
1 
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What was the best way in which to regain the 
paper ? It was not to be expected that young Spencer 
would forget the sharp lesson of the previous evening, 
and, vicious and ugly as were the vagrants, they 
were afraid to make a direct attack on him. 

They had seen him ascend the mountain path, 
and possibly formed an ambush against his return, 
though, as has been intimated in another place, 
those rogues were chary about invoking the vengeance 
of the law for such a crime as that step involved. 

The appearance of little Dora Decker with the 
native lad must have suggested a new line of policy. 
Why not carry her to some safe retreat where it was 
impossible for her friends to follow and then hold her 
for ransom, such ransom being the surrender of the 
secret of the sea and the withdrawal of the Americans 
from all attempt to use it to their own advantage? 

The foregoing is but the outlines of the theory 
which shaped itself in the brain of Evan Spencer in 
one-tenth of the time it has taken us to put it on 
paper. While it was humiliating in many of its 
features, it prevented utter despair, for it was based 
on the preservation of the child's life, and no con- 
tingency was so awful as that which contemplated 
her death. 

But it must not be supposed that the youth con- 
vinced himself that the ingenious explanation he had 
formed to account for the action of the beach combers 
fully satisfied himself, or that he accepted it as an 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



TiEFO. 115 

established fact Beyond it all he saw a possibility 
— grim, awful, appalling — against which he fain would 
have shut his ^ytSy but could not. 

Nor must it be thought that he remained idle 
after the disappearance of the canoe with little Dora. 
His distress and anxiety were too intense. His heart 
was set on following them, though he was without the 
means of doing so except after torturing delay. 

The Mary Jane was in the harbour of Apia by 
this time, and would not return before morning, when 
she would come prowling along shore on the look-out 
for a signal from him. He was without the means of 
reaching that town for hours to come, and the night 
therefore promised to be the most horrifying of his 
life. 

Evan turned around, intending to pick his way 
along shore, in the hope of meeting some fisherman 
whom he could hire to give help, but had taken only 
a step or two wh^n, to his surprise, he observed a 
man not fifty feet away, evidently watching him. 

By this time twilight had ended, and the reign of 
the moon had begun. The figure of the stranger was 
distinct, though a broad hat veiled his features. His 
arms were folded, and he stood close to the trunk of 
a large cocoa-tree, which explained why the youth 
failed to observe him before. 

• It was not an occasion for ceremony, and Evan 
lost no time in striding to his side, making a half- 
military salute as he did so, and saying — 
I 2 
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" I am in trouble, and if you can help me out I 
will pay you well." 

*' I don^t see what I can do, but if there's anything 
I'm always ready to turn an honest penny." 

The voice astonished Evan, for it was that of a 
white man, when he expected to hear the broken 
utterances of a native, despite the fact that the 
stranger was attired in civilised dress. 

" Do you know what has just taken place ? " asked 
Spencer, stopping close to him, and striving to gain a 
sight of his face. 

" I come down here only a minute ago ; while on 
the way I heard someone call * Good-night * to some- 
one, and it struck me that you was of them, though 
I don't see who t'other is." 

Evan related in a few words what had occurred, 
the stranger listening with close interest. When the 
brief narrative was finished he shook his head. 

" It looks bad, very bad," he said ; " I'm sorry for 
you." 

"What do you mean by that .?" demanded Spen- 
cer, his fears returning. 

" I didn't see the two men you speak of, but I 
think they're a couple of the worst beach combers 
living, for they are used to theft, arson, and worser 
crimes." 

♦* Do you mean murder ? " • 

"That's it," replied the other, nodding his head 
several times, and elevating his brow sufficiently to 
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afiford a view of his face. There was nothing striking 
in his appearance, his hair being frowsy and long, 
while the beard which straggled over most of his 
countenance corresponded with it. 

But for his pointed reference to the other two as 
beach combers, Evan would have set this individual 
down as a member of the same despicable class. 

" Do you know their names ? " asked the youth. 

" No ; but if I did they wouldn't be their right 
ones, for such rascals change 'em wherever they go. 
I have heard one of *em called Pedro, Fran9ois, Kelso, 
and I don't know how many other names." 

" And by what shall I call yoUy my friend ? " 

" Tiefo," was the response. 

" That sounds as if it belonged to a native of the 
island rather than to one of my own race." 

" I was born in Pango-Pango," replied Tiefo, re- 
ferring to one of the finest harbours in the Pacific, 
and eighty miles distant on the island of Tutuila, one 
of the Samoan group. 

" Now, Tiefo," said Evan, his voice and manner 
showing his earnestness, " I will pay you well to help 
me follow those beach combers. Where do you think 
they have gone ? " 

The man shrugged his shoulders, like a puzzled 
Frenchman, and looked out to sea, as if in search of 
them. 

" How shall I say, when I did not see *em leave ? 
They may be on their way to Tutuila, or they're 
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huntin' for some hidin'-place along the shore of Upolu. 
They may go a hundred miles or they may not go a 
dozen." 

Evan dreaded to ask further questions, because he 
feared the answers would crush all hope in his breast 
Tiefo evidently knew a great deal about the scoundrels 
that had run off with Dora, and the youth suspected 
he was keeping back information that he might give. 

But he determined to know all the truth attain- 
able, and he put several questions without flinching. 

" Why did they steal my little girl ? " 

Tiefo shrugged his shoulders as before 

" They may think you^ll pay a big sum or do any- 
thing they want to get her back again.'* 

This reply reflected so exactly the thoughts that 
had been in Evan Spencer's mind that he stared 
wonderingly at the speaker. 

'* Then they mean to use her to compel me to do 
as they wish ? " 

" I don't know," replied Tiefo, again gazing off to 
sea, " but mebbe so." 
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CHAPTER XX. 

PURSUIT. 

" I CANNOT wait here idle," said Evan Spencer, 
** while they are bearing the child I know not whither. 
Is there no boat we can obtain with which to follow 
them?" 

I have a canoe on the shore yonder," was the 
surprising reply of Tiefo ; " and if you wish me to try 
it, Tm at ypur service." 

" I did not dream of that good fortune," said the 
youth ; " why did you not tell me that before ? " 

" 'Cause you didn't ask me ; but come and see." 

He led the way a few rods to where a boat, quite 
similar to the one in which Dora Decker had been 
carried away, lay against the bank. A couple of long 
oars were inside, but, better than all, it had a short 
strong mast, with a voluminous sail loosely folded at 
the base. 

" Ah, if I had known this sooner," said Evan, " we 
would not have let them pass out of sight ; but will it 
sail well.?" 

" The boat is small, but there isn't a faster one on 
the whole island. It's at your service, if you want to 
hire it" 
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" Shove off at once, and I will pay you well.*' 

Tiefo proved himself fully capable of the task 
he had undertaken. The canoe was so light and 
buoyant that, with little effort, it was pushed clear of 
the land, and the youth stepped inside and placed 
himself at the bow. The other was but a moment 
behind him, springing within as the craft moved out 
into the smooth water. 

Then he busied himself a moment at the sail, which 
was speedily raised. With the aid of one of the long 
broad oars, he was able to direct the course of the 
boat as he chose. 

A brisk breeze was blowing, and the canoe, which 
could not have carried more than four persons, in- 
stantly struck a speed which astonished and pleased 
him at the bow. 

Evan could not have asked anything more favour- 
able, but the sad fact remained that he had set out to 
chase another boat which was not only invisible, but 
whose course and destination were unknown to him. 
Thus the chances were they would increase rather 
than diminish the distance between the two craft. 

The only thing to do was to act upon what seemed 
for the time the most likely theory. 

Tiefo had spoken of Pango-Pango, a port on 
another island and distant eighty miles. If the ab- 
ductors of Dora intended to use her as a means of 
obtaining the secret from Spencer, it seemed unlikely 
that they would go to such a remote point, since all 
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negotiation would thereby be made the more difficult. 
If they meant to keep the girl for all time, they would 
be apt to take such a course, but Evan would not 
allow himself to consider so painful an outcome of the 
proceedings. 

"I agree with you, Tiefo," said he, "that they 
intend to take the little one to some safe hiding-place 
and keep her until they can communicate with me. 
There are plenty such spots on the shore of Upolu 
without going to another island. Instead of putting 
to sea, therefore, skirt along shore, so that it shall 
always be in sight. I have a small glass in my 
pocket, and will keep the best watch I can.'* 

That Tiefo held the same view was shown by the 
fact that he had to make no change in the course 
taken. After putting out from shore he headed west- 
ward, so that his route was about parallel with the 
coast-line, so far as the irregular contour would 
permit 

Ordinarily Evan would have sought conversation 
with his companion, who had assumed an easy position, 
and drawing a rank cigar from his pocket, lighted it 
without trouble by means of a match which he 
sheltered in his hat against the wind ; but the youth 
was absorbed in his own special business. He fixed 
himself in the prow, so as to face the way they were 
sailing, and scanned the shore and the sea in front and 
on his right, so far as his keen vision allowed him to 
do. He did not call his glass into use, reserving that 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



122 Lost in Samoa, 

until he should discover some object upon which to 
fix his attention. 

The moon, as on the night before, was shining from 
an unclouded sky, but the increase in the wind kept 
the surface of the sea rippled, and, at intervals, the 
canoe rose and sank on one of those long, heavy 
swells which have been compared to the breathing of 
the ocean when it is asleep. Sometimes those parts 
of the South Sea, and indeed every portion of it, are 
visited by terrible bursts of tempest which play havoc 
with shipping and human life. Such an outbreak 
would compel the canoe to skurry to shore to escape 
destruction ; but Evan saw no signs of coming storms, 
and relied upon Tiefo to detect anything of the kind 
in time to scud to shelter. 

He was half inclined to hope that something of 
that nature would come, since it must compel the 
other canoe to abandon any intention of sailing to 
another island, and keep to Upolu, which they had left 
a short time before. 

The figure of a brig loomed gradually to view in 
the moonlight. All sail was set, and it was heading 
eastward, probably for Apia, the principal port of the 
island. The breeze was strong enough to careen the 
huge black hull to one side, while the phosphorescent 
sea rippled and rolled away from its bows and spread 
in a widening wake behind. The disturbance of the 
waters and the hoarse commands from the deck were 
heard by those in the canoe, who looked up for a 
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moment, as the large and small craft were opposite 
each other, with several hundred feet separating them, 
but no one on the former noticed the lesser, boat, and 
the brig with its huge mass of sails grew dimmer in 
the sky, soon fading from view altogether. 

This had hardly taken place, when Evan saw a 
volume of smoke rolling against the horizon. It was 
out to sea, and the loud puffing showed that a large 
steamer was ploughing through the waters. Keeping 
his gaze on the vapour, which grew darker and thicker, 
and the twinkling lights beneath, he soon made out 
the outlines of an immense German gun-boat, whose 
three masts with their spars and rigging were stamped 
as if in ink. against the sky beyond. From the huge 
funnels amidships poured the black vapour, partly 
hiding the spars and ropes behind, while the enormous 
screw churned the waters into foam and drove the 
vast mass of wood and iron forward with resistless 
momentum. 

The gun-boat was following the brig into obscurity 
when the whistle emitted a single prolonged blast — so 
deep, coarse, and full, that it might have been taken 
for the groan of some sea-monster. What the signal 
meant, Evan Spencer did not know nor care. The 
boat formed a feature of the striking scene, but his 
brain was too busy with other things to give the 
question a thought. 

Tiefo calmly puffed at his cigar, whose blue vapour 
streamed over his shoulder, as if it were from some 
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miniature engine drawing the craft through the 
waters, and he controlled the oar with such skill 
that the canoe held its course as he desired. 

The shore was never out of sight Sometimes 
when the line curved inward it became dim, and he 
veered a little to the left ; but a minute later, some 
headland jutted out so far, that he swerved to the 
right, doing so with a deftness which no native of the 
Samoan group could have excelled. 

Now and then Evan glanced at his companion, 
whose face, at times, was partly hidden by the sail ; 
but he kept silent, so long as Tiefo obeyed his wishes, 
and the view in front was unbroken by any native 
craft bearing resemblance to the one for which he was 
hunting with a longing so deep that it was painful 
to him. 

The canoe had sailed more than a mile in this 
manner, when the heart of the youth gave a quick 
throb, for he caught the outlines of a craft on their 
left. At that point, the shore-line ran out into the 
sea, so that they were quite close to land, and the 
view was clearer than it would have been further 
back or more in advance. 

The boat was motionless, lying at rest a few rods 
from shore, the sail lowered, and the occupants acting 
as if awaiting the coming of someone, or the occur- 
rence of an expected event. 

" Do you see that } " asked Evan, in an excited 
undertone. 
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" Where ? " asked Tiefo, leaning his head forward, 
and peering to the right and left 

" Over there," replied the youth, jerking his thumb 
in the direction. 

" Ah, I see ; do you want me to run up to 'em ? " 

" Of course ; that must be the boat." 

" I can't say about that, but we^ll soon know. If 
they are the beach combers," added Tiefo warningly, 
"they'll fight." 

" I am ready ! place me close beside them." 

Tiefo promptly obeyed, while Evan drew his re- 
volver, and fixed his eyes on the other boat, which 
rapidly became more distinct. It was the prayer of 
his heart that they were running the beach combers 
down, and that the battle, as it may be called, should 
be decided then and there. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

"that's the boat.'' 

TiEFO handled the canoe with great skill. At the 
proper moment, he dropped the sail and rounded-to 
alongside the other, so gently that his own craft came 
to rest within a foot's distance. 

Evan Spencer had risen to his feet, and, with his 
left hand grasping the stubby mast for support, held 
his weapon in his right, ready for use. His eyes were 
fixed on the strange boat, but he was disappointed to 
see only a single person, seated like Tiefo at the stern, 
as if watching the movements of tlie strangers. 

As seen in the moonlight, this man was an islander, 
his fine chest being bare to the waist. He grasped a 
long heavy three-cornered club, such as his people use 
when at war, and. though he preferred peace, there 
could be no doubt he was ready to defend himself 
against any attack. 

** Are you the only person on that boat ? " asked 
young Spencer, as his eye roved along the craft with- 
out seeing anyone else. 

The native made a reply which Evan did not 
understand. 

" He can't talk English;" said Tiefo ; " leave him 
to me and it won't take long to learn all he knows." 
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Thereupon Tiefo opened a conversation, which 
lasted several minutes, the words of course being 
beyond Evan's power to understand. 

" It's no use of fishing here," said Tiefo, " for there's 
no fish to catch. This man lives only a short way off, 
and he's waiting for the tide to go out afore he moves 
. down the coast for food for his breakfast." 

" Has he no companions ? " 

" His two boys was with him, he says, but they 
got sleepy, and he sent 'em home, for he means to be 
at work all night, and they wouldn't have give him 
any help." 

" But did you ask about the other boat t ^' 

" No, but I will." 

The conversation was renewed, the words of Tiefo 
being so rapid and earnest that Evan was quite sure 
he had struck a vein of information. 

" He says that just such a boat as we're after went 
by here a little while ago, and was so close in shore 
that he seen the two men on it." 

" Were they natives ? " 

" No ; they was white men like ourselves ; they 
must have been the beach combers we're after." 

" But did you ask about the little girl ? " 

" I did, and he don't think he seen her." 

'* She may have been there, however. The night 
is so far along that probably she was asleep." 

" I guess you're right, for if she was laying down, 
he wouldn't have noticed her." 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



128 Lost in Samoa, 

" Did he exchange any words with them ? " 

Having neglected to get this information, Tiefo 
now put the question to the native, who replied that 
one of the white men asked him what luck he had had 
in fishing, and he replied that he had not yet begun 
operations in that line. Nothing more passed. 

" Nothing can be gained by waiting here,'' said 
Evan, " so, if you please, Tiefo, raise the sail again, and 
run along the coast/* 

The statement of the native was encouraging, for 
unless he was mistaken (which seemed unlikely), the 
beach combers had not put out to sea, as was feared, 
but were keeping oflf shore, evidently on the look-out 
for some landing-place. If such were the fact, there 
was good reason to believe ihey would be overtaken 
before many hours. 

Evan looked up, somewhat alarmed by the lessen- 
ing of the moonlight, .which had been strong and clear 
up to this time. A mass of clouds, hitherto unnoticed, 
were sweeping before the face of the orb, and he 
turned to Tiefo with the question whether a storm was 
coming. The fellow studied the sky for sonie minutes, 
but when he replied it was to the effect that there was 
little fear of trouble from the weather. Possibly some 
disturbance was brewing, but if so, it would not reach 
them for a number of hours, and more than likely 
would pass altogether. 

The general course of Upolu Island is north-west 
from Apia, for a distance of nearly five miles. Then, 
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for half that length the coast-line is as exactly east 
and west as a parallel of latitude, beyond which the 
general trend is south-west to the furthermost ex- 
tremity of the island. As nearly as Evan Spencer 
could judge, they were fully a half-dozen miles from 
Apia, though that section of the country was wholly 
unknown to him. 

The clouds which obscured the moon soon passed, 
and it shone forth again, lighting up the sea and land 
with a silvery power that was tenfold more lovely 
than the glare of the noonday sun. The breeze 
diminished slightly, but enough strength was left to 
carry the canoe forward at a lively rate. Unless 
Evan was mistaken this wind was better for his craft 
than for the one they were trying to overhaul. 

Looking shoreward at the vast mass of land, with 
the mountainous hills climbing towards the heavens, 
little points of light twinkled at varying distances, like 
stars in the sky. These marked the dwellings of 
some native or perhaps foreign resident, while at 
intervals a ship under full sail moved forward into 
the field of vision, and then passed on again, and 
vanished in the fleecy gloom. 

But as before, Evan gave little attention to these 
sights, for there was only one which could arouse 
interest in him. He would have given more for a 
glimpse of a certain canoe than for anything else 
in the world. 

It might be the fishermen had not seen the canoe 
J 
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for which they were hunting, and it was not impos- 
sible that at that moment it was miles away in the 
opposite direction on which was the course towards 
Pango Pango. 

Despite his self-impatience, Evan could not avoid 
a slight misgiving concerning his companion. He 
had not questioned him about his own history, but 
he more than suspected he belonged to the same 
class as the parties they were pursuing. His name 
was not such as is borne by white men, and it could 
not be claimed that his looks were in his favour. 

It was probably due to young Spencer's highly 
nervous state that these misgivings troubled him. 
He reasoned that he had hired this fellow to do a 
specific duty, and it was no concern of his whether 
he was a reputable person or not. It was to his 
interest to comply with his agreement, and, so far as 
could be judged, he was doing his best. When he 
should refuse or show inclination to play him false it 
would be time to interfere. 

And so Evan managed at last to drive the dis- 
turbing thought from him for the time, while he fixed 
his attention upon the more important duty in 
hand. 

He was still scanning the winding outline of shore, 
when he noticed the boat making quite a sharp bend 
to the left. The cause was another inward curve of 
the beach. A mass of rock loomed to view and 
beyond that an inlet appeared, Tiefo having first 
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observed the peculiar turn, although Evan was ab- 
sorbed in the duty of watching. 

As the small inlet rapidly opened to view, the 
young man started up again, for a canoe was in sight 
only a short distance ahead, and close in-shore. He 
turned to direct the attention of Tiefo to it, when the 
latter exclaimed in a guarded voice — 

''That's the boat r 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

A SUSPICIOUS PROCEEDING. 

At the first sight of the boat Evan Spencer thought 
it lay in a position similar to the one they saw further 
back, but a moment later he observed that the prow 
rested against the bank. 

" I see no one on it," he added to Tiefo. 

" I don't think there's anyone there," he replied 
as he let the sail come down with a rush ; " I guess 
theyVe landed." • 

Instead of running his own craft alongside, as in 
the former case, Tiefo headed for shore, against which 
the bow impinged so lightly that hardly a jar fol- 
lowed. 

Before it touched, the young man sprang out and 
hurried over the brief space to the other boat, upon 
which he sprung without hesitation, though had any 
of the crew been there he would have run great risk 
by the act. 

It took but a moment to learn that whoever had 
brought the craft ashore was gone. It was nearly 
double the size of the one that had carried Evan to 
the spot, with a large sail, several oars, and enough 
room for half a dozen persons. 

" They have left ! " he said, as Tiefo followed 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



A Suspicious Froceeding, 133 

him ; " but they can't be far off. More than likely 
they have their eyes on us at this moment." 

And he looked at the wooded hills on shore as 
though he would pierce their gloom, and compel the 
vagrants to show themselves. 

" They can't have gone very far," said Tiefo, " and 
all we can do is to wait for 'em to show themselves. 
What time is it ? " 

Evan drew out his watch, and with the aid of the 
bright moon, saw that it was not far from midnight. 

" Will they show themselves again ? " he asked. 

" You can answer that as well as me ; why not make 
ourselves comfortable ? I'll lay down in the bottom 
of my boat and sleep, and you'd better do the same.^' 

" Sleep ! " impatiently exclaimed the youih ; '* as 
though I can sleep at such a time as this ! " 

" There^s no saying what you can do if you try ; if 
you need me I wake easily." 

And the fellow proceeded to follow the advice he 
had given the other, stretching out in the bottom of 
his own canoe, where he seemed to fall asleep at once. 

" I suppose he is wise," reflected young Spencer, 
" and it would be well if I could do the same. I had 
little rest last night, though I gained some this after- 
noon. I will station myself on the bigger boat, so as 
to make sure they do not give me the slip." 

He placed himself at the stern, where a piece of 
matting was spread, with little thought, however, of 
slumber. 
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Sitting thus, he kept his gaze on the shore, hoping 
rather than believing that one of the beach combers 
would show himself whenever he believed it safe to 
do so. He suspected they were close at hand, and 
the thought that little Dora was so near and yet 
beyond his reach, made it hard to restrain himself. 

The shore, like most of that which he had passed, 
was rocky, the dense wood and vegetation descending 
to within a few feet of the water. If the criminals 
chose to assail him, they could not ask a better 
chance, for the forest gave them shelter from which 
to fire, while his own head was in plain sight above 
the gunwale of the boat. 

Occupying this position, all his senses were on the 
alert. Something like a half-hour had gone by, when 
in the stillness his ear caught a faint noise, which at 
first he could not identify. It came from some 
point near him, but, looking at the dark woods, he saw 
nothing stirring. 

Uncertain whether it was fancy or fact, he re- 
mained motionless, but with his sight and hearing at 
the highest tension. Ten minutes or more had 
passed, when he heard the same sound, which was 
such as might have been made by a person moving 
stealthily over the ground. 

This time it was so distinct that he knew it was in 
the direction of the other boat Turning his gaze to 
that point, he was astonished to see Tiefo standing 
erect, not on his craft, but on shore at the side of it. 
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" He must have heard it too/' thought Evan ; 
" rn watch him." 

For perhaps three minutes the fellow did not stir, 
and then he took a single step towards the larger boat, 
halting, looking and listening as before. In the bright 
moonlight young Spencer could see that he was look- 
ing towards him, as though the disturbing sound had 
come from that point. 

In this curious, hesitating manner, he advanced 
until no more than a couple of yards separated him 
from the larger craft. Then he paused longer than 
befroe, and, besides gazing at the boat, glanced towards 
land several times. 

" Helloa ! " he called in a guarded voice. 

" What is it } *' asked Spencer, without rising. 

" Did you hear anything ? " 

** I heard you coming this way like a cat." 

" There was something else," added Tiefo, stepping 
beside him. 

" What did you take it to be } " 

" I don't know how long I slept, when a faint noise 
awoke me ; you know I told you I sleep light ; there 
couldn't have been much of a sound. At first I 
thought there wasn't any, but while I leaned on my 
elbow and listened I heard it again. Then I rose 
and stood on the shore a minute or two. I thought it 
might have come from you, and I stole this way. 
Have you been asleep } " he asked, abruptly. 

" I haven't closed my eyes," was the reply. 
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" I remember you said you didn't expect to, but 
you can't be certain about such things. I'll go back 
where I was and keep watch ; youll do the same." 

" You can depend on me for that, for I would be 
only too well pleased if one of them did show up." 

With these words Tiefo moved to his own boat, 
where he disappeared from sight, having probably 
taken the same position as before, with the result, as 
Evan believed, of soon falling into the same weasel- 
like slumber again. 

Enough has been said to show the fine point to 
which all the senses of the youth were strung. Tiefo 
had not been out of his sight for fifteen minutes, and 
his attention was still fixed upon the shore, when 
he became conscious that a misgiving was taking 
shape in his brain. 

" Did Tiefo hear anything at all ? " 

That was the startling question which Evan 
Spencer asked himself, and to which he was unable 
to give the reply he wished. 

It seemed to him that if there was enough dis- 
turbance among the vegetation on shore to awaken 
the most lightly sleeping person, it ought to be heard 
by him who was wide awake and listening so intently 
that he caught the faint footfall of the man stealing 
along the stony shore. 

Evan could not escape the suspicion that his com- 
panibn had not heard any noise at all, and that his 
whole action was with a view of learning whether he 
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was asleep or awake. On what other ground could 
his stealthy approach to the larger boat be explained ? 
After once leaving his craft he was in such plain view 
of anyone on shore that he showed his suspicion by 
his guarded movement. It would have been more 
reasonable had he made all the haste possible to his 
companion, instead of doing it so guardedly. 

" It was a pity," thought the youth, " that I did 
not read his object sooner, so that when he spoke I 
would have kept silent. Then he must have un- 
covered his design, and I would have been ready for 
him." 

It IS hard to conceive of a more trying situation 
than that of a person in peril, who finds himself 
obliged to distrust his companion upon whom he has 
relied as a sure staff, and yet that was the dilemma in 
which Evan Spencer found himself. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

BLIND WORK. 

Fortunately Evan Spencer was not left long a 
prey to such gloomy musings, for the next sound that 
broke upon his ear was so clearly defined that there 
was no mistaking it. Instead of being caused by any 
movement of Tiefo, it came from a point in the wood 
opposite the larger boat, and only a short way off. 

" Possibly he heard something of the kind which 
escaped me," added the youth, silently sinking his 
head so as to permit him to peer over the gunwale, 
where he was shaded by the tumbled mass of sail- 
cloth. 

The rustling was repeated at intervals of a minute 
or so, until suddenly a figure assumed form in the 
gloom. A man silently stepped forth in full sight 
between the edge of the wood and the boat, and less 
than twenty feet from where young Spencer was 
watching him. 

He was dressed similarly to Tiefo, and carried a 
large heavy staff in his hand, though it must have 
been used more for defence than as a support. When 
the reader is told that the individual was Buzz Izard, 
he will recall that such was the fact 

Standing thus, he looked first at the smaller boat. 
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as if he meant to go to that ; but, if so, he changed 
his mind, and gave his attention to the one that 
had brought him to the spot. 

" I wonder whether he suspects I am asleep," 
thought Evan, resolved not to make the mistake with 
him that he did with Tiefo. 

The youth could not guess the purpose of the 
beach comber in thus venturing from hiding. It 
might have had several causes, but whatever the true 
one, a certain young American crouching behind the 
gunwale of the boat was prepared for him. 

He stepped forward, as though he had decided 
some question that he had been debating several 
minutes, and the youth was sure of a collision with 
him. But to his amazement, when he was within a 
single step of the canoe, he wheeled about and 
walked quickly towards the wood, as if in a panic. 

Evan was dumfounded, but, quickly rallying, 
rose to his feet and called— 

'*I want a word with you, sir! Stop, or I'll 
fire ! " 

Instead of obeying, the beach comber bounded 
towards cover, which was so close that Evan saw he 
had not a second to spare. Bringing his pistol to a 
level, he let fly with two chambers straight at the 
vanishing figure, while Buzz Izard on his part wheeled 
again and responded with the same number of shots 
from his weapon. 

It was not creditable to the marksmanship of these 
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impromptu duellists that both missed, with such a 
brief space between them. Before Evan could aim 
again, his man vanished among the shadows of the 
wood. 

"But you shall not get away!" exclaimed the 
youth, leaping over the side of the boat and dashing 
for the point where the other had disappeared. 

Had the sun been shining the youth would have 
had him. He was younger and more active, and he 
would have driven the rogue to bay before he could 
have escaped ; but, on the other hand, had the sun 
been shining Buzz Izard would hardly have run such 
a risk. 

Evan fancied that a faint path led into the wood 
where the beach comber had vanished, and, without a 
moment's hesitation, he began forcing his way among 
the overhanging limbs, and through the vines. It 
was a rash act, and, but for his excitement, he would 
have hesitated. He knew the shots must have 
aroused Tiefo, but he gave no thought to him, not 
even looking around to see whether he was in sight. 

He literally forced his way for a short distance, 
when he paused and listened. Yes, he heard some- 
one moving just ahead, for no matter how familiar a 
person might be with the path, he could not traverse 
it in the darkness without noise. 

The certainty that his man was so near impelled 
Evan to greater effort than before, and he pushed 
onward with no little risk to himself. His hands, 
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one of which held his pistol, were extended in front 
to guard against obstructions, but the very mishap 
which he feared was not long in coming. 

He left the path before he was aware, and a sap- 
ling managed to get between his hands without his 
knowledge, until he plumped against it with a force 
that stunned him and almost threw him on his back. 

" Confound it ! " he muttered, quickly rallying ; 
" it looks as if Satan himself is helping them." 

It would seem that this was the time for turning 
about and picking his way back to the boat, which he 
had left in such haste ; but he was loth to do so, since 
that would have been a confession of failure on his 
part, and must ensure a long wait before he could do 
anything effective. 

Instead of turning back he rubbed his bruised 
forehead and kept quiet. The man whom he had 
tried to follow could not be far off, and he was hopeful 
that he would betray himself. 

Sure enough he had waited only a few minutes, 
when he not only heard someone moving through 
the wood near at hand, but caught a low, tremulous 
whistle, evidently meant as a signal. The call was so 
simple that he easily imitated it, hoping that he might 
be able to draw the beach comber to him. But it was 
a fatal mistake, inasmuch as the fellow recognised it 
as the trick of one whom he was aiming to avoid. 

Hearing no reply, Evan repeated the signal, but 
with no more success than before. 
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" If you won't heed grass, I will try what virtue 
there is in stones," he muttered, levelling his weapon 
towards the point where, as nearly as he could judge, 
the other was standing, and firing two more shots in 
quick succession. 

Expecting a similar reply, he dodged behind the 
nearest tree his hand touched ; but there was no re- 
sponse, and there could be little doubt that his shots 
went as wide of the mark as before. 

The simple result of all this was to put Buzz Izard 
on his guard. He probably began stealing from the 
dangerous spot, but with such care that the listening 
ear failed to catch the first tell-tale rustling. 

Once only did Evan fancy he heard something 
which showed what the beach comber was doing, and 
with the resolve to bring him to bay if possible, he 
rashly moved in the same direction. 

It is hard to say what the result of this would 
have been, had he. not observed a minute later a star- 
like twinkle directly ahead, and at no great distance. 

This promised something, and, abandoning his 
attempt to force a meeting with the beach comber, 
he bent every effort towards reaching the point whence 
came the light. 

It proved to be a camp fire, as the expression 
goes, and it took only a little time to reach it. He 
held back until he made the disappointing discovery 
that no person was in sight. 

A pile of sticks had been heaped together and 
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ignited, their appearance showing they were kindled 
but a short time before. While there could be little 
doubt that the beach combers for whom he was 
searching had started the blaze, it was equally clear 
that they were absent, having probably concluded 
that discretion called for a brief withdrawal on their 
part. 

Evan Spencer could not lay aside all prudence. 
Had he gone forward into the area of light he would 
have been a target for his enemies, who, more than 
likely, were waiting for such a move on his part. 

He halted a brief distance away and waited, hop- 
ing that one or both would put in an appearance. 

While standing in this position he re-charged the 
empty chambers of his revolver, listening and watch- 
ing for the men to uncover themselves. 

He was undecided what to do if they should walk 
forward into the light of the camp fire. They would 
place themselves in such fair range that he was con- 
fident he could bring both down, even though the 
results of his recent efforts in that line were not en- 
couraging, but he might well ask himself whether 
such an act would be prudent. His wrath against the 
couple, however, was deep enough to quench any 
feeling of consideration for them. 

But the prime object of his venture into the wood 
was to recover little Dora Decker. He did not know 
where she was. Most likely she was not far off, but 
he shuddered to think it might be the same as if she 
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were a thousand miles distant. Wherever she was 
held in custody it was not to be supposed that she 
could help herself, and if the only persons who knew 
of her hiding-place were removed, the most cruel 
death that fancy can picture was likely to be the con- 
sequence to the innocent child. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

A MESSAGE FROM THE BEACH COMBERS. 

The closest study of the fire and its surroundings 
failed to show any sign of people having been near it. 
There was no fallen tree on which they could have 
seated themselves, no small spring or stream of water, 
nor anything in the nature of shelter, except the 
dense vegetation overhead, and on every hand.. The 
pieces of wood seemed to have been kindled and 
then abandoned. 

After a fruitless waiting the watcher turned away. 
The time had been wasted, and naught was left but 
to make his way to the sea-shore, and await the 
morrow, when something might be done. He hoped 
the Mary Jane would be at hand, to give help in the 
task, but she could hardly be expected before mid-day, 
and might not show up until the afternoon was well 
advanced. Before that hour he believed the fate of 
little Dora would be decided. 

It would seem that with the slope of the land to 
guide him young Spencer would have found little 
trouble in making his way to the sea-shore, even 
though he had lost the path ; but, with the murmur of 
the ocean to help, it was a long time before he left the 
wood, and caught the gleam of the Pacific at his feet 

The two canoes were nowhere in sight, and it was 
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out of his power to tell whether they were to the 
eastward or westward. The contour of the shore was 
strange, but acting on the impression that he should 
turn to the left to find the boats, he picked his way 
along the beach for a fourth of a mile, when he dis- 
covered he had made a natural error. 

It will be understood that by this time young 
Spencer felt the fatigue from his exertions and loss of 
sleep. His senses had been on the strain for hours, 
and he had tramped and fought his way over a great 
deal of ground. The sleep of the afternoon did not 
make up for its loss during the preceding night, and 
with the feeling that it was useless to attempt anything 
more before daybreak, he sought out a place among 
the rocks, where he lay down, hoping to secure the 
rest so much needed, both by body and mind. 

The weather was so mild and balmy, that he had 
no misgivings of the consequences of this exposure. 
As he hoped, he soon sank into a sleep which lasted 
until, tired nature being refreshed, he opened his eyes. 

He started up and looked around. He saw the 
gleaming Pacific, as it had rolled for centuries, and the 
surface was flecked by the white sails of commerce. 

It was well he had taken this course, for the 
slumber refreshed him, and he was ready and eager 
for work, no matter what its nature. He stepped 
briskly along the shore, walking eastward, and well 
aware that he had to travel far before reaching thd 
spot where Tiefo had been left with the canoes. 
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A tiny stream rippling down from the elevated 
regions to the sea gave him a delicious draught of 
water, and from the bread-fruit and cocoanut trees he 
plucked enough to satisfy his hunger. Halting for a 
moment, he raised his spy-glass, and scanned the 
expanse of ocean, in the hope of catching sight of the 
Mary Jane^ whose presence would have been most 
welcome, but she was nowhere in sight, and he hurried 
along the beach until he arrived at the place where he 
landed the night before. 

There lay the two boats, as when he left them. 
Approaching the smaller one, he was pleased to see 
Tiefo stretched out and asleep. The fellow was 
finally overcome to that extent that Evan's footsteps 
did not disturb him. 

** He needs the rest,*' thought the youth, " and I 
will not awake him." 

He turned to move up the beach, when he made a 
curious discovery. On one of the trees, not twenty 
feet from where he was standing, was pinned a piece 
of paper, with writing upon it. 

The paper was of a coarse brown variety, on which 
was scrawled, in dim letters, the following : — 

" We Ve got the girl, and we know enough to keep 
her — you can hunt till domesday and you won't see 
her if we aint a mind to let you — send the man with 
you up the path and we'll talk with him, and tell him 
what we'll do — but he must come alone — we mean 
biszness — if you don't do as we want you'll never see 

K 2 
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the child agin, for it won*t be no trouble for us to fix 
that — if the man with you comes up the path alone, 
well meet him, and won't keep him long afore he'll 
know just what you must do to git the girl back agin 
safe and sound." 

The feelings of Evan Spencer may be imagined 
as he stood in front of the tree to which this piece of 
writing was fastened by a couple of wooden pinsi 
That the message was meant for his eyes was beyond 
question, and it was easy for him to decide why the 
beach combers insisted on his companion going alone 
to the conference. They knew it would be a dangerous 
proceeding for either or both to hold an interview 
with him. They had already learned his mettle, and 
he was not the one to be restrained by any agreement 
the beach combers themselves might seek to make. 

Evan reached up and tore the paper from its perch. 
Turning about, to return to the boat, he saw that 
Tiefo had risen, and was looking curiously at him. 
He walked to the water, and read the message aloud 
to his friend. 

" It*s no trouble to tell what that means," said 
Ticfo with a grin, " though I don't like meeting them 
fellows." 

" You are not afraid of them ? " 

"Well," said the man, hesitatingly, "there are other 
persons that I'd rather meet." 

" Haven't you any firearms ?" 

«Ko, but ///^ have." 
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" That is too bad, though I am sure they won't 
offer you any harm. You heard the firing last night ? " 

" I should say I did ; I jumped out of the boat, 
thinkin* somebody had opened on me, and the first 
thing I seen was you chasin* the beach comber." 

" Did you try to follow us ? " 

" I rather think not ; I scrambled back into the 
boat, to keep out of range of the flyin' bullets, and I 
would have put out to sea if it hadn't looked like 
desertin' you.*^ 

" Was that all that restrained you } " 

"Well," grinned Tiefo, " I didn't forget you hadn't 
paid me for my work.^^ 

" Well, my good fellow, if you are not afraid, you 
may pass up the path and learn what they have to 
say to us.'' 

The man made as if to move, but hesitated until 
Evan asked him the cause. 

" I don't s'pose you'd be willin' to lend me your 
pistol till I come back ? " 

Evan was on the point of complying with this 
request, but before he brought out his weapon the 
imprudence of the act struck him. 

" I would like to oblige you, Tiefo, but I cannot 
leave myself unarmed. I am sure you are in no 
present danger." 

" All right ; I shouldn't have asked you ; Til be 
glad to do anything I can for so good an employer." 

As he moved away, Evan saw him slightly raise 
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the right side of his coat, and place his hand for an 
instant beneath it. The glimpse which the youth 
caught of the object in his hip pocket was like the 
flash of sunlight, but brief as it was, it was long 
enough to reveal the handle of a pistol. 

Tiefo had falsified when he said he had no weapon. 

He carried the same kind of pistol as Evan Spencer's. 

What, then, induced him to deny the fact } 

It was a trying question for the youth, but he was 

destined to receive an answer of the most startling 

nature sooner than he expected. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

OPENING NEGOTIATIONS. 

The discovery of the deception on the part of Tiefo 
confirmed the suspicions of Evan Spencer, which had 
been almost forgotten in the rush of events. He felt 
that under heaven he must rely upon himself in the 
trying situation, and his companion, if not a traitor, 
was one upon whose assistance it would hardly do to 
count. " I will give him no advantage,^' he decided, 
" for he is likely to turn it against me. His action 
last night was to learn whether I was asleep. Had 
he found me unconscious what would he have done ? " 

The sun was above the horizon, and, climbing the 
mass of rocks a short distance off, he brought his glass 
into use, scanning the broad sweep of sea, in hope of 
seeing the Mary JanCy which, in accordance with 
Captain Brady's promise, ought to have left Apia and 
started up the western coast. A number of vessels 
were in sight, but the schooner was not among them. 
It was early to look for her appearance, but he hoped 
she would show up in the course of a couple of hours 
or more. 

He returned to the smaller canoe, where he seated 
himself to await the return of Tiefo, who came sooner 
than expected, walking rapidly, as if he were the 
bearer of important news, which proved to be the fact 
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" I judge you have seen them ? " was the inquiring 
remark of the youth as the man joined him. 

" Yes," said he, taking his seat beside him, " I 
had a talk with both beach combers, and find 'em 
bad men." 

"What did they say?" 

" They spoke to the p'int, tellin* me that the child 
was hid away among the rocks, where a dog can't find 
her, and where it's no use for you to search, even with 
the help of the whole crew of the schooner." 

" Is she well and unharmed ? " 

" She is, but there is no sayin' how long she will 
stay so." 

" What do you mean by that ? " asked the startled 
youth. 

" They say it all depends on^^^." 

"Explain." . 

" You visited the hut of old Dorcer, and he give 
you a paper. What it is I don't know, but the 
condition is that you shall give it to 'em, and if you do 
so, they'll let you have the girl, but if you don't they 
won't." 

" Suppose I do what they want, how can I know 
they will keep their part of the agreement ? " 

" There aint no way you can know it, 'cept you 
have their promise," replied Tiefo. 

This proposition, it may be said, was the one which 
Evan expected. He thought it probable that if he 
sent the document to the beach combers they would 
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set Dora free without suffering any harm, except the 
fright and discomfort of her brief imprisonment. 

But it will be understood why he declined the 
offer the moment it was laid before him. He was not 
willing to surrender the chart, until certain that it was 
the only means by which her safety could be secured. 
It was a large price to pay, and any noan in his 
situation would have hesitated. 

His purpose was to gain time. The men were as 
evil as they could be, and would neglect no chance of 
getting the important document into their hands. 
Feeling that they commanded the situation, they 
would be willing to continue the negotiation until 
the particulars were agreed upon. 

"You can see," the youth said, after a minute's 
thought, ^' that I would be foolish to give them what 
they want until everything is understood. Do you 
not agree with me ? " 

" Tm sure you won't make any mistake," was the 
reply of Tiefo. 

" I shall have to ask you then to return and say to 
them, they must tell me exactly what they wish to do. 
If I send the paper by you, how soon and in what way 
will the child be returned to me } " 

Tiefo bowed his head and again praised the wisdom 
of his young employer. He seemed on the point of 
offering some advice, but if so, changed his mind and, 
without saying anything more, ascended the path as 
before. 
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Evan had the paper which was the cause of all this 
trouble in his pocket, and, as we have hinted, was not 
disposed to part with it as long as the need for doing 
so was avoidable. Much as it pained him to leave 
Dora alone, he knew she was safe until the end of the 
negotiations. Since she was the key to the situation, 
self-interest demanded that her captors should watch 
over her with the utmost care. 

But the youth saw a fighting chance of success, and 
it could only be gained by the Fabian policy. If Duke 
Bogert were with him, they might attempt a flank 
movement, by which the two beach combers could be 
made prisoners. That done, they would be handled 
in a way that would speedily bring them to terms. 

The perplexing question which Evan asked him- 
self was whether, after all, it would be running too 
much risk to g\N^ up the paper. The reasons for this 
question are clear to the reader. The drawing and 
words were so plainly impressed on his memory that 
he could never forget them. If he destroyed the 
document, he would not lose anything thereby. 

Suppose the beach combers should acquire the 
secret, what would be the result t Doubtless they 
knew the location of the Lion's Head, and would lose 
little time in hastening to the spot where the wreck of 
the Golden Arrow lay at the bottom of the small bay. 
The leader of the rogues had gathered enough from 
Gilbert Dorcer to know he had given to another the 
secret of the location of the treasure, which he refused 
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to him. It was that knowledge which the beach 
combers were seeking, and to secure which they had 
risked so much. 

Had the Mary Jane been able to locate the bay, 
Evan would not have hesitated to give up the chart, 
for he and his friends could forestall any action on the 
part of the gang. They could make their way to the 
spot and get the prize ahead of the vagrants, or, if 
both parties arrived at the same time, the canoe and 
its crew could be driven off. 

But the whole difficulty lay in the ignorance of the 
Americans as to the locality of the wreck of the Golden 
Arrow. They might spend several days groping along 
shore without finding it, and in the meantime the 
others would seize the prize and make off. 

On the other hand, since the beach combers could 
not be aware of the want of knowledge on the part of 
the strangers in this respect, it seemed to young 
Spencer that they had begun a blind business, in 
which they failed to see how the chances of success 
were against them. 

The manly fellow had such scruples against false- 
hood, that he took an odd precaution to escape the 
need of uttering one during the progress of the bar- 
gaining. Leaving his seat in the boat, he walked to 
the edge of the wood, and making sure that no one 
was watching him, raised a broad flat stone, and 
shoved the paper beneath. 

" There ! " he muttered, with a sigh of relief, " 1 
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can send word to the scoundrels that I haven't the 
chart with me, and that before the business is ended I 
shall have to get it. That may lead them to think it is 
aboard the Mary Jane, and they will have to wait until 
I can procure it. If they will only do that,' he added 
with a flush of exaltation, " we shall have them ! " 

But this was counting unhatched chickens with a 
vengeance. Evan had already calculated on the blind- 
ness of the beach combers to a dangerous extent, and 
he was liable to find himself checked at any moment. 

The experience which he had had perhaps justified 
this contemptuous opinion of them. He had held his 
own against a couple, and forced one to return the 
paper which they were now so anxious to get again. 

Possibly if they had come upon him when asleep, 
at the home of Matse, they might have mustered 
enough courage to assail him, but the chance of steal- 
ing the child appealed to their brutal natures. They 
ran no risk of being hurt by her, and must have known 
that her friends would pay any sum at their com- 
mand for her safe return. So they ran off with her, 
and gave another proof of their cowardice, by notify- 
ing the youth that they would hold their interviews 
only with his companion. 

"• And as for Tiefo, I am at a loss what to think." 

But just then the man who was in his thoughts 
appeared. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

THE ULTIMATUM. 

TiEFO did his business this time, and had something 
to tell his youthful employer. 

He had made known the wishes of the latter to 
the two beach combers who awaited him only a 
short distance off, and the readiness with which they 
answered, showed they were expecting something of 
the kind. 

They demanded that Spencer should stay where 
he was by the sea-shore, after placing the document 
in the hands of Tiefo, whose business it was to bring 
it up the path to where they would meet him. With- 
in a half-hour little Dora would return over the same 
path in charge of Tiefo, without a hair of her head 
being harmed. 

On her arrival, Spencer was to leave at once in 
the smaller canoe, and joining his friends on the 
American schooner, return to Apia, and not leave the 
town for two days. Tiefo was at liberty to go or stay 
with him as he chose. If the youth wanted his help 
in managing the boat, the beach combers had no ob- 
jection. 

The latter would withhold the child only long 
enough to examine the clnrt, and to assure them- 
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selves there was no deception attempted. If they 
found anything of that nature, the negotiations would 
be closed instantly. They would withdraw, and receive 
no further word from Spencer, nor would he ever see 
the little girl again. 

It will be seen that this put the business in a 
different shape from what the youth expected. The 
previous demand was for the surrender of the docu- 
ment without conditions, but such as were now made 
rendered certain the success of the scheme they had 
in mind. In other words, it required a pledge on the 
part of the Americans to withdraw from the enterprise 
which had brought them nearly half-way round the 
world. 

This would never do, and the problem became 
graver than ever. The only hope lay in securing 
further delay, but the message of the beach combers 
was so pointed that Evan dreaded the success of the 
scheme he had formed a short time before. Still, he 
did not hesitate to make it. 

" This is not what I expected," he said ; " but I 
don't suppose they will change it." 

" There aint no chance of that," replied Tiefo. 

" I am sorry, but I shall have to ask for delay," 
he said. 

" Why } " demanded the other. 

"I took the paper on board the schooner- last 
night, and I have not it with me now." 

"What shall I tell *em?" 
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" Say to them they must give me time to go to 
Apia and see the captain of our vessel ; I will promise 
to return as soon as I can/"^ 

"Apia is six or seven miles," said Tiefo, "but 
there's a fine breeze blowin*, and it won't take us long 
to go there and back — we can do it early in the after- 
noon." 

Evan found it hard to repress his impatience. He 
did not wish the company of this fellow, but how 
could he prevent it ? His refusal to let him go with 
him would cause the beach combers to read his pur- 
pose, and defeat the plan he had formed. 

At the same time, however, it opened possibilities 
of other means of combating the designs of his 
enemies. 

Since time was so necessary, he held Tiefo in con- 
versation as long as he dared, finally telling him to 
carry his message to the beach combers, assuring them 
it was the best he could do. 

" Take time to make it clear to them," he added, 
as the fellow moved towards the path which must have 
become familiar to him. As he did so, young Spencer 
assumed a lounging attitude in the smaller canoe, as 
though he expected to wait a long while. 

But he had formed a daring design. Tiefo had 
not been three minutes out. of sight, when he sprang 
softly from his couch and started after him. He knew 
the risk he ran, but he had played the eavesdropper 
before, and was ready to play it again. 
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He was without any means of judging the dis- 
tance passed by Tiefo before meeting the parties, but 
under the impression that the spot was near, it may 
be said he felt every inch of the way, using ears and 
eyes for all they were worth. 

He recognised the point where he left the trail the 
evening before, when in his furious pursuit of the 
rogue ; and he could not wonder at the slip, for the 
turn was so abrupt that one well acquainted with the 
route might have been deceived. 

The trouble with this kind of progress was that it 
took so much time that the interview was likely to be 
over before he got within earshot of the parties. He 
did not forget the danger of meeting Tiefo on his 
return. This ought to have made no difference, since 
his employee should have been a friend, but his dis- 
trust of the fellow was too deep for him to be caught 
eavesdropping. 

Evan was in this nervous state when he was 
startled by the sound of a laugh, so near that he 
glanced around, certain he was seen ; but no one 
was in sight. He knew the point whence it came, 
and conscious of the need of using every second, 
began stealing through the wood, which seemed un- 
usually dense, towards the spot 

A few minutes later he came upon a striking 
scene. 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 

THE CONSPIRATORS, 

Three men were lolling on the ground, as though 
they had the whole day before them, and had de- 
cided to enjoy it like so many vagabonds. All were 
smoking their pipes, and had been eating some bread- 
fruity the remains of which were scattered around 
them. 

One peep from behind the tree showed the youth 
that they could not have been on more friendly terms, 
Tiefo being as merry as any of them. 

This scamp lay at full length, and had just laughed 
at some jest related by Buzz Izard, while Gross 
Hosier showed his pleasure by a huge grin, even when 
his pipe was between his teeth. 

Evan Spencer saw at the first glance that Tiefo 
was among cronies, and that he was with them heart 
and soul. His looks, words, and manner proved it. 

"Well," said the leader after a pause, "I think 
we\e got the matter in purty good shape, though you 
didn't do as well as I expected," he added, addressing 
Tiefo. 

" I didn't do as well as I expected myself," replied 
that precious scamp ; " but he's the strangest fellow I 
L 
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ever seen ; I don't believe he would need to sleep in a 
week if he didn't want to." 

" What good would it have done, anyway ? " 
asked Hosier, coming to the defence of his comrade ; 
" for he says he hasn't got the paper with him/' 

" Bah ! " exclaimed Izard ; " I don't believe any 
such thing. Don't you think he suspects you t " 

" No fear of it. I laid down last night and was 
sure he was asleep, when I stole out of the boat 
towards him. If he had been, I would have took the 
paper from his pocket — that is, if it was there ; but 
when I spoke, he seen me, and I had to purtend it 
was something else." 

"I got tired of waiting," said the leader, "and 
thought I would take a look at things myself; but 
I'm blessed if he wasn't on the watch, and one of the 
bullets he sent after me nipped my ear. I can feel it 
yet," he added, rubbing that organ, as though the 
pain had not left him. 

**I watched for a chance to give him a shot," 
resumed Tiefo^ who seemed to think himself called 
upon to render an account of his stewardship ; " and 
I might have got it while he set in the front of the 
canoe watchin* for you, but I was afeard it wouldn't 
do." 

" It would have been risky," remarked Hosier ; 
" but I don't know as it was any more so than what 
we have done in running off with the gal. You see 
if the paper wasn't on him there wouldn't bav^ been 
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any good done. What do you 'spose he has done 

with it, Buzz ? " 

" He's got it with him, you can depend on that 

What a lucky thing, though, that the gal was in 
such handy reach," continued Izard, " for if she hadn't 
been we might as well have give up the job. Old 
Dorcer let me know he had give the younker the 
chart that told him where to hunt for the treasure, but 
he wouldn't tell me the spot, and I didn't have time 
to look at the paper when the chap bounced down on 
me and took it away. All I want to know is the 
place, and I'll be satisfied." 

Further conversation showed that it was Tiefo who 
was one of the three abductors of little Dora, and he 
was the wretch that struck young Matse a cruel blow 
when he protested. Hurrying after his companions, 
he had waited on the shore while they fled, for the pur- 
pose of assuming the part he had played with such skill. 

The plot was a skilful one from the beginning. 
Too cowardly to attack young Spencer, they had hurt 
him tenfold by stealing the child from him. Know- 
ing that he would make a determined pursuit the 
moment the discovery took place, they left one of 
their number behind to help in the chase. 

Since it was necessary that communication should 
be opened with the pursuer in order to effect the 
ransom, the beach combers secured a great advantage 
by the cunning of Tiefo, who went to him as a friend, 
ready to do him service for fair wages. 
L 2 
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The abductors had no intention of sailing to Pango 
Pango, nor of leaving the island at all, since that 
would have overthrown the great advantage already- 
secured. They sought simply to place the child in a 
secure hiding-place, after which, through the aid of 
Tiefo, Spencer was told on what terms she would be 
returned to him. 

In Evan's wrath he would have opened fire on the 
group, had he not been checked by one fact As yet 
they had not given the first hint of where little Dora 
was hidden. Doubtless, wherever it was, she was 
unable to release herself, for if there was any such 
chance they would not have left her alone. Had she 
been in sight, or could he have known where to find 
her, he would not have delayed his attack an instant. 

" But,^' said Tiefo, rousing himself, though he 
disliked the exertion it required, " IVe got to take 
back some message, and what is it, to be } '' 

Buzz Izard lost his grinning expression, and looked 
hard and brutal. 

" Tell the younker that I say he lies, and his game 
won't work ; Pll give him till noon to hand over the 
paper, and if it isn't done by that time the deal 
is off.'' 

" But will it be } ^' persisted Tiefo. 

" Of course it will ! ^^ was the savage answer, " I 
aint goin' to stand any more foolin' from him ! I don't 
forget that Fve got an account of my own to settle 
for the other night.'' 
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" I don't s'pose I ought to blame you, but I don't 
see how that's going to give you what you want/' 

" If we don't git the paper by noon we won't git it 
at all. Do you s'pose Tm going to set down here and 
wait for him to go to Apia and bring the crew of that 
vessel back here ? I aint quite such a fool as that,^^ 

" I b'leve that's his game/' said Mosler. 

" It may be/' remarked Tiefo, "but I don't care about 
goin' into anything like what you're talkin' about/' 

" What do you mean ? " demanded Buzz Izard. 

" I understand that if he don't give up that paper 
you mean to put the gal out of the way ? " 

" That's it exactly, and what are you goin* to do 
with it ? " 

" I'm with you," the wretch Tiefo hastened to sa}', 
apparently holding the leader in great fear. 

The reader has long ago suspected the identity of 
Tiefo. He was Trott Twitchell, the third member of 
the beach combers who climbed the elevation to watch 
the small boat that put out from the side of the 
Mary Jane, He was the only one that had not come 
in contact with young Spencer, and was therefore 
fitted for his special r61e, though the youth would not 
have recognised Mosler, having met him only once 
when the darkness was too profound to see his features. 

Still the news for which Evan was yearning was 
withheld. The references to his darling Dora caused 
a shudder, but nothing was said that could give any 
clue to her whereabouts. 
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He had gained important information, but the 
most important of all was still lacking. It was plain 
that these men knew of the departure of the schooner 
for Apia, but seemed to have no fear of her return, so 
long as the youth was prevented from going after her. 

But even if she should be off shore at that very- 
moment, Evan saw no way by which her presence 
could benefit him. 

He was in the midst of this painful speculation 
when he heard Dora referred to again in a way that 
promised the knowledge for which his heart was 
longing. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

AN UNEXPECTED ALLY. 

"YouVe got the gal where she can't get away?" 
was the inquiring remark of Trott Twitchell, otherwise 
known as Tiefo. 

"You can bet I have," was the reply of Buzz 
Izard ; " her folks might hunt a month without findin* 
her." 

"How does she act?" continued the messenger, 
whose questions seemed prompted for the benefit of 
the anxious listener near at hand. 

"There won't be any trouble with her for some 
time. She told me her name is Dora, and her big 
brother is soon comin' for her. It is that which keeps 
her quiet, but if he don't come purty soon, we shall 
have trouble, but I reckon I can scare her into keepin' 
still ; if it don^t, there's another way of doin' it." 

These words cut Evan Spencer like a knife, and 
settled a resolution which had been forming in his 
mind. He knew that Tiefo would soon return to the 
path, and make his way to the sea-shore to tell him 
the decision of the leader, and that, if he himself 
expected to meet him there, it would not do to wait 
longer. He would have departed before, but for his 
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desire to learn something definite about Dora, and 
now he determined not to return at all. 

It mattered little to him what the beach comber 
would think, when he reached the canoe and failed to 
see him. He might suppose he had started on foot 
for Apia, though that was hardly probable. More 
likely he would suspect the truth and make haste to 
rejoin his confederates. 

The latter were likely to go with him part way 
along the path, for they were anxious to learn the re- 
sult of the message which Tiefo was to bear to him ; 
but whatever step was taken by one or all, it would 
never do for the youth to stay where he was, since dis- 
covery was certain with all the chances against him. 

With the same caution that he had made his way 
to the spot he began his retreat. The dense vegeta- 
tion favoured him, and with the daylight to assist, he 
bent down like a prowling Apache and moved oflf 
with the silence of a shadow. 

It was but a short distance to the trail, where he 
felt it was safe to advance more rapidly. Instead of 
going towards the sea, he faced the other way, 
stepping softly but quickly and with all his senses on 
the alert. 

His change of base was not effected a moment too 
soon, for the sound of voices behind him showed that 
the beach combers had roused themselves from their 
languor, and were on the march, as may be said. 
Fearing that one or two of them might take the same 
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course with him, he hurried a fe at paces, and again 
stepped behind a tree, from which he peered out with 
great care. 

He was able to catch only a glimpse of the 
vagrants, as they passed sluggishly through the wood 
and, reaching the path, turned their backs upon him. 
It looked as if he had read aright their action — the 
two meaning to go part way with Tiefo to the beach. 

The belief of young Spencer was that Dora was 
hidden near the trail, but the spot was to be sought 
further in the wood, rather than towards the sea. It 
was simply a piece of guess-work on his part, but in 
the critical situation of affairs he was acting as if it 
were a certainty. 

Young Spencer was hurrying along the path when 
his first shock came on learning that someone was 
doing the same, but from the opposite direction. 
This discovery was followed by a greater surprise 
when he recognised the person as a native lad, who 
at the second glance proved to be his friend of the 
previous afternoon, young Matse, whose home was 
several miles distant. 

The two stopped short as they caught sight of 
each other, and stared for a moment in amazement. 
Then the shiny bronzed face of the native lad ex- 
panded into a smile, as he said — 

" How do } — much glad to see you." 

" Where in the name of the seven wonders did yotc 
come from ? " asked the delighted American, striding 
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forward and taking the hand of the boy, who was as 
much pleased as himself at the meeting. 

"Me come from home— ^just got there," was his reply. 

" But why did you come and what are you after ? " 

" Father come home yesterday after you gone — 
me tell him *bout little girl — he mad — tell me go hunt 
for her — if don't find den he beat me." 

This was astonishing news. Matse was also in 
quest of little Dora, for whom Evan was hunting. 

" But what brings you to this part of the island ? " 
he continued, " I don't understand why you should 
come here." 

" Me go down path this morning," explained 
Matse, " de way you run in so big hurry — got down 
to water — didn't see you — den hunt long shore — 
bime-by find two canoes — tink mebbe one yours — 
little girl aint far away — hunt for path — come along 
dat — couldn't find anything — come back." 

Put in more direct language, Matse, by a strange 
combination of circumstances, had been led directly 
on the trail of the pursuers and fugitives. It was 
singular that he had not turned towards Apia, but the 
wise lad may have concluded that the three men who 
stole Dora would avoid that town and aim for a more 
unsettled part of the island. He had, therefore, 
travelled to the westward, not knowing whether the 
flight was by land or water. 

With a shrewdness, however, which his race often 
show in complex situations, he read aright the 
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presence of the canoes in the small bay, and had started 
up the path over which young Spencer had made his 
way with such care. 

Not the strangest part of the incident was that 
this native lad had accidentally timed his tramp along 
the trail so as to avoid seeing any of the beach 
combers, as well as Spencer himself. He must have 
gone beyond the group while Evan was watching 
them from behind the tree and listening to their words. 
Naturally he moved stealthily, but, while doing so, 
he ought to have caught the sound of voices which 
guided the American to the spot. The latter recalled 
that it was a laugh and some words spoken in louder 
tones than usual which first attracted him, though he 
could not help wondering that such an observant lad 
passed the place without detecting his enemies. But 
such was the fact. 

" Well, Matse," said Evan, " I'm mighty glad to meet 
you ; those bad men have hid the little child some- 
where near here and Tm looking for her. I want you 
to help, and if you find her I will give you more 
money than you ever saw in your life." 

The handsome black eyes expanded and the reply 
was touching. 

" Me don^t want money — me like little girl — me 
will neber sleep nor eat till we find her.^* 

" Well, we must be quick in whatever we do, for 
the men will soon be here, and they will try to drive 
us away " 
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" Me won't go/' said Matse. 

" Nor I won't either, but we shall do much better 
if we can find her before they come back. If they 
know we are looking for her, they may hide her in 
some place harder to find, or perhaps they will kill 
her to keep us from getting her." 

Spencer now asked how far he had gone along the 
path, and was disappointed to learn that it was only 
a short distance, and that he had seen no place where 
it seemed likely the little one was concealed. 

"But the right place must be ahead of us," said 
Spencer, eager to be on the move ; " walk in front of 
me and keep your eyes and ears open." 

It was not likely that the beach combers would 
return to the spot for a quarter or half an hour. It 
would take Tiefo some time to assure himself of the 
absence of his employer, and when he rejoined the 
others with the news, they would probably think the 
young American had started an investigation on 
his own account From that moment the peril would 
deepen, and the chances of recovering the little one 
decrease. 

The two youths almost ran in their eagerness, 
glancing to the right and left, Evan not forgetting to 
look to the rear, to guard against the approach of his 
enemies. The woods were on every hand, but, at 
the end of a few minutes, something in the nature of 
light broke upon them. 

The path entered a rough portion of the forest. 
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The ascent not only became more rapid, but rocks, 
boulders, and ravines appeared on both sides, and 
progress became more difficult. 

** I believe she is hidden somewhere near us," said 
Evan, stopping and looking round. 

" Call de little girl — mebbe she come to you.'* 

" Not yet," replied Evan, with a shake of his head ; 
" the men might hear us." 

« What we do den > " 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

A PISTOL SHOT. 

" You shall search among the rocks on the other side, 
while I try to find her on this side," said Evan, 
nervous at the fear that the beach combers would 
make their appearance at any moment. 

" Me do dat," replied Matse. 

" One moment ; let us understand each other, my 
good fellow, for it will not do to make any mistake. 
Now, if you find the child, the instant you do so, 
whistle as loud as you can and I will hurry to you." 

"Me do dat,'* repeated the lad with his pleased 
grin ; " but if dey come, den I holler — you keep 
away." 

Evan could not say what he would do, in case the 
rogues returned before any result of their search, but 
with the agreement named, the couple parted and 
began their hunt without delay. 

The wood and undergrowth were so dense that 
they lost sight of each other at once. Evan placed 
great hope on the effort of Matse. He was cunning 
beyond his years, and was familiar with the Samoan 
forests. Besides, it was clear that brief as was his 
interview with little Dora, he had formed a strong 
affection for her, and would do his utmost, apart from 
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the threat of his father to punish him in case of 
failure. He scrambled over the rocks like a chamois, 
leaping from points that would have caused a strong 
man to hesitate, his black eyes flitting hither and 
thither, while his ears were alert for the first sound 
that could give him a clue to the whereabouts of the 
missing one. His conversation with the tall, hand- 
some lad had been short, but so pointed that he 
gained all he needed to make his search thorough. 

Even Matse was surprised at the ruggedness of 
the scenery, and saw how easy it was for any person 
to hide himself from pursuers. If the little girl was 
hidden anywhere near, he must depend mainly upon 
favouring chance to find her. 

Could Dora but know of the hunt going on, she 
might have helped her friends by calling out, but 
doubtless she had been warned by her captors against 
anything of the kind, and was sure to hold her peace, 
unless Evan or Matse came near enough to be 
seen. 

Matse leaped from rock to rock, climbing to the 
top of several boulders, peering around, scrambling 
downward at sight of some spot where it seemed 
probable a person might be in hiding, and then was 
off again, as though his young muscles could never tire. 

From one of these massive perches he saw a 
cavern on his right, or rather what seemed to be the 
entrance to a passage among the rocks. The instant 
he observed it, he made a leap of twenty feet, landing 
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on the ground as nimbly as a monkey and darting 
forward as if he already descried the brilliant dress 
which he remembered so well. 

Pausing at the dark opening, he stooped and 
peered within. 

The gloom was too profound to see anything, and, 
after a moment's wait he called her name as best he 
could in a guarded undertone — 

'' Dore! Dord !—be you dere, Dor^f' 

The call was repeated several times, but the 
listening ear caught no reply. 

" Mebbe she sleep — don't hear me." 

And, without hesitation, he began advancing into 
the dense darkness. Well aware of the risk of the 
act, he felt every foot of the way, his outstretched 
hands saving him from any serious mistake. 

The result was disappointing, for he had gone but 
a short distance when he was stopped by the solid 
wall that marked the terminus of the underground 
passage. The cavern was less than a dozen yards in 
depth, with no part of it of greater extent than the 
entrance. 

It seemed hard for the lively youngster to keep 
still for a minute. He was here, there, and every- 
where, staring to the right and left, stopping for an 
instant and then off again, examining every spot 
which offered the slightest hope. He even peered 
among the branches of the trees, as if he had a 
suspicion that the child was perched there. 
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Had he been slower in his search, his chances of 
sircqess would have been helped. Evan Spencer was 
making as vigorous a hunt as he, but doing so upon 
what may be called a system, in which he used his 
brains more than his muscles. 

Matse and Evan had agreed upon their signals, 
but nothing was said about the means to be used by 
the latter in notifying him of any discovery he might 
make. He was not troubled, however, by this, since 
it was fair to suppose the same means would be used 
in both cases. 

Sh ! something was stirring in the wood in front. 
The sound was faint, but such as would have been 
made by a small child in stealing among the trees. 
It must have been fancy on his part, for, though he 
stood motionless and listening for several minutes, he 
heard nothing more. 

Rising to the erect posture, he turned about and 
looked in the direction of the path. That of course 
could not be seen through the dense vegetable 
growth, but he thought that if the American had 
used his time like him, they must be quite far apart. 
No signal had been made by the elder, for Matse 
never failed to listen so closely that he would have 
heard it, and, as a matter of course, the native lad had 
done nothing of that nature, since the cause did not 
arise. 

He now made the discovery that he was at the 
end of his tether, as may be said. The rugged mass 

M 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



178 Lost in Samoa, 

of rocks, with here and there a deep ravine, 
terminated as abruptly as it began, and he came 
to a halt, convinced that it was useless to penetrate 
farther. 

Turning back, he followed a different route, passing 
some distance to the northward. This took him 
almost outside of the rocky section in which he had 
been hunting, but his course was close enough to pre- 
vent losing sight of it. 

His senses were on the alert as much as before, 
and more than once he stopped to examine some 
spot which suggested that the missing one might be 
hidden there, but repeated disappointments met him, 
not the faintest clue presenting itself. 

Finally, when but a short way froni the trail, he 
changed his course a little more to the south, so as to 
strike it near the point where he had parted from his 
young friend. There the boulders and rocks were 
piled together in such profusion that he climbed to 
the top, with the purpose of taking a general survey 
of his surroundings, in the hope of finding some point 
that had escaped notice before. 

At the moment of reaching the highest part of 
the vast pile, his sensitive ear detected a noise directly 
behind him, and he turned his head like a flash. 

There was Tiefo, the same beach comber that had 
struck him the savage blow the day before, less than 
twenty feet distant, a pistol in his hand and his face 
aglow with anger. 
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" V\\ fix you ! " he muttered ; " I know what 
you're after." 

The youth glanced to the right and left for some 
way of retreat, but there was none, except over the 
face of the rocks in front. Pausing hardly a moment, 
he bounded forward, but before he could make the 
leap, the beach comber let fly with his weapon, and 
Matse flung his arms aloft with a wild cry and 
vanished over the bluff". 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

A CHANGE OF BASE. 

But the native lad was not so much as grazed by the 
bullet of the beach comber. His cry was the means 
by which he promised to let Evan know the presence 
of the rogues, though the pistol shot probably gave 
emphasis to the signal. 

Trott Twitchell knew the business of the boy the 
moment he saw him. The evil fellow had returned to 
the sea shore, to carry the message of Buzz Izard to 
Evan Spencer, and, failing to find the American there 
with the two boats in sight, it did not take him long 
to guess what had been done. He hurried back to 
his brethren, who lost no time in setting out to check- 
mate the youth that had dared to take the whip rein 
in his hand in that style. 

Izard and Hosier took the route followed a short 
time before by Evan and Matse, while Twitchell 
went the opposite way. The latter was so angered 
at sight of Matse that the failure of his aim was not 
due to intention on his part. Uncertain whether he 
had succeeded, he ran to the edge of the bluff, weapon 
in hand, prepared to fire again if neces^ry. 

The sight which met his gaze did not add to the 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



A Change of Base. i8i 

sweetness of his temper. The leap was a big one, 
even for such a nimble youngster as Matse, who had 
been forced to make it, without a moment's survey of 
what was before him ; but he dropped h'ghtly on his 
feet, somewhat shaken, yet really none the worse for 
the remarkable exploit He did not fall even, but, 
steadying himself, sprang forward several paces, and 
darting behind the nearest tree, peered out to learn 
what his enemy would do. 

Just then the comber appeared on the edge of the 
bluff. 

*' Eh ! you shoot like fool — Matse ain't afeard — 
shoot agin — you big fool ! " 

And the audacious youngster grimaced at the 
fellow, just as though he were a civilised boy. 

Possibly Trott Twitchell was already so angered 
that there could be no increase of the emotion. When 
he saw the bronzed face mocking him from behind 
the tree, he levelled his pistol and discharged every 
chamber in rapid succession. 

Matse did not tempt fate by keeping himself un- 
covered during this fusillade, for, had he done so, it 
is likely he would have paid dearly for it, but he 
whisked back the instant the weapon was pointed, 
and kept the solid trunk between him and the man 
until all the charges were fired. 

Knowing the instant this took place, his head 
popped out again like a jack-in-the-box, and he 
grimaced at the beach comber as before. 
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" Big fool," he repeated ; "stand up agin house — 
den shoot — den can't hit him." 

Matse might have made his taunts more direct by- 
using his native tongue, since Twitchell was familiar 
with it, but the fact did not occur to him, and it will 
not be denied that the boy was doing quite well as it 
was. 

Tiefo was so roused by these taunts that he 
stepped to the edge of the rocks, with the intention 
of leaping over and throttling the youngster, but he 
drew back through fear of the consequences of such a 
leap. He was a heavy man, and could not hope to do 
as well as the lad. 

"Jump down — won't hurt," added Matse, coming 
from behind the trunk and extending his arms ; " me 
catch — den won't cry." 

It need not be said that all this time the daring 
lad kept close watch of the man. Had he really made 
the leap, Matse would have skurried through the wood 
faster than ever before, and at a rate to make all pur- 
suit useless. 

Tiefo had emptied his revolver, or he would have 
tested his marksmanship again, but he could not re- 
load the weapon without being seen by the lad, who 
was too cunning to give him the chance for which he 
longed. The man did not speak, but compressed his 
lips, wondering whether there was no way by which 
he could silence him for ever. 

He had it ; he would walk off as though he had 
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given up the hope, but instead, would steal around 
the base of the rocks, loaded weapon in hand, and 
pounce upon him before he could get beyond reach. 

With this resolve he started away from the edge 
of the bluff. He had taken three steps, and was just 
disappearing from sight, when dang- / something landed 
against the back of his head like the kick of a mule. 

He was stunned for the moment, and came near 
falling to the ground, but he rallied, probably helped 
to do so by the mocking laughter from the ground 
beyond. 

It was Matse who had thrown the stone with such 
excellent aim that it impinged against the skull of the 
beach comber with a force that nearly fractured it. 
It began to look as though the blow given the native 
lad the preceding afternoon had been offset by the 
one returned by the athletic youngster. 

Still smothering his rage, Tiefo hurried away until 
sure he was beyond sight of the grinning imp. Then 
he paused and hastily reloaded his pistol. Gripping 
it in his right hand, he strode down the rock until 
the level ground was reached, when he began stealing 
round the base toward the spot where the native lad 
stood when he hurled the stone with such accurate 
aim. 

But Matse was not the one to be entrapped by such 
a transparent device ; and if there was any one thing 
which he understood better than another, it was the 
right moment to make a change of base. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

A CRITICAL SITUATION. 

Meanwhile Evan Spencer was not idle. He knew 
the importance of the step taken, and followed it with 
the utmost vigour and skill at his command. All 
pretence was thrown off, and the battle must be 
fought out on the new line, either to triumph or defeat. 

He and Tiefo could not meet again with the 
semblance of friendship. Henceforth they were 
enemies, and the first greeting, if they saw each 
other, would be an interchange of pistol-shots. The 
youth had gone so far that retreat was out of the 
question: he must push to the end, whatever that 
might be. 

Instead of working blindly, as did Matse, he went 
only a short distance among the rocks, when he 
climbed a slightly elevated portion to make a survey 
before going further. Time is never too valuable for 
a man in such a situation to consider each step before 
taking it. 

Looking over his surroundings, he was convinced 
that he was not far from the spot where the child was 
hidden. 

" It is one side of the path," he decided ; " and 
either Matse or I will find her." 
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The prospect from where he stood was much the 
same as that described as being under the eye of the 
native youth. Rocks, boulders, and masses of stone 
were on every hand, and there was more than one 
place which would afford shelter, such as must have 
been used by the abductors of Dora. 

It required but a few minutes to select one where 
there seemed to be an opening, though his position 
shut out a full view, and he had to make a descent to 
satisfy himself He thought, while doing so, that if 
the beach combers happened to put in an appearance 
just then, he would be in a bad situation. He looked 
keenly around, but saw nothing of them, and moved 
with the same care as when watching the three con- 
spirators. 

Another disappointment followed. Reaching the 
spot where he hoped to find something resembling a 
cavern, he saw a hollowed-out portion no more than 
a yard in depth. Whatever place had been selected 
by the abductors, it was evident they had made no 
use of this one. 

It seemed to Evan as though the search would 
have to be pushed blindly, as Matse was making it at 
that moment. He was too anxious to remain still, 
and yet was equally anxious to save time and effort. 
He therefore began climbing the higher portion again, 
when he was startled by the crackling of a stick, as if 
broken under the foot of some person. 

There were no trees close enough to be used as a 
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refuge, and he stepped back and drew his revolver, 
ready for the scamps, whom he expected to face the 
next moment. 

But as the seconds passed, he concluded that they 
had not yet learned of his presence, and were follow- 
ing some course that did not bring them nearer the 
spot where he was standing at bay. He was sure 
they had returned, and were looking for him. 

Sinking on his hands and knees, and with his 
weapon still grasped, he began creeping up the face of 
a long sloping rock, from the top of which he hoped 
to gain sight of the person or persons whose presence 
had been shown by the breaking of a stick. It took 
but a minute or two to gain the crest, over which he 
peeped with the utmost caution, and was rewarded 
by an interesting sight. 

Buzz Izard and Gross Hosier were standing a 
couple of rods distant with their backs toward him. 
They were talking; but though he caught the murmur 
of their voices, he was unable to distinguish the words. 
Had they been looking towards him, their sentences 
would have been understood, but, in that case, he would 
not have dared to remain in sight. As it was, they 
were liable to turn around at any moment. 

Evan gently removed his hat, and raised his head 
high enough to see the beach combers, who must have 
been almost as puzzled as himself by the turn affairs 
had taken. 

As Izard talked, he extended his left hand in the 
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direction of a pile of rocks, more massive and broad, 
though not so high as those from which the American 
had just taken a survey of the scene. The thought 
flashed upon the eavesdropper that it was there Dora 
Decker was concealed ! 

But he was too prudent to act upon the theory, as 
he had done in more than one former instance. The 
crisis was at hand, and no chances were to be taken, 
except such as could not be avoided. 

His present hope was that something would be 
said or done by the men to settle the question that 
had been tormenting him so long. Whether they 
suspected he was near enough to catch their words 
cannot be known, but they might as well have sealed 
their lips, for all the knowledge gained from their 
conversation. Their gruff voices were audible, but 
he could not catch the first syllable. 

Suddenly, in the midst of their guarded talk, 
Mosler faced around and looked toward the rock on 
which young Spencer was extended, with his head 
raised just enough to peer over. 

The act was so quick and unexpected, that he felt 
it was all up. He dropped as if shot, and glanced at 
his weapon in his right hand, to make sure it was 
ready for instant service. 

He concluded they would not attempt to come 
over the face of the rock in front, as that would have 
required careful work on their part, during which they 
would be at his mercy — a quality with which they had 
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no reason to suppose he was furnished to any great 
extent. 

They must pass around the rock, and advance 
from the right or left hand. This decision was fol- 
lowed by the consciousness that whether the approach 
came from either direction, it would find Evan himself 
in anything but a good position to defend himself, 
since he was without any shelter at all. 

He was on the point of hastily retreating, when he 
was checked by a singular discovery. 

Hosier had not only wheeled about, but Izard had 
done the same, and the change in their relative posi- 
tions did the very thing which the youth was anxious 
to have occur. Despite the intervening crest of the 
rock, he could hear every word uttered by them. 

The first pleasing revelation following this was 
that Mosler had not noticed the face peering over the 
ledge. It must have been that he did not look at the 
exact point the youth supposed, for had he done so 
he could not have failed to observe the countenance 
which occupied too small a corner in the beach 
comber's field of vision to be noticed when the abrupt 
withdrawal took place. 

" It won't do to give him a chance," said the 
leader; "for Trott was wrong in waiting so long 
afore he went back." 

" It gives the younker too much chance to prowl 
around." 

" That's it," assented Izard ; " if he had gone back 
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right off he would have found him down by the 
canoes." 

" Of course, there's no chance that he's gone to 
Apia ? " was the inquiring remark of Hosier, whose 
mind did not appear to be free from doubts on the 
question. 

" Of course not ; what are ye talking *bout ? If 
he had gone he would have took one of the boats ; 
he's somewhere 'bout here looking for the gal." 

" But what chance has he of findin* her ? " 

" He hain't got none as long as we stay here, for 
any one that finds the gal has got to find us fust'' 

Evan Spencer accepted this remark as a declara- 
tion that Dora was near at hand ; but, had any doubt 
remained, it was removed by the next words which 
fell from the lips of Buzz Izard — 

" I don't s'pose that if he was left alone for a week 
he would think of looking up there for her." 

Now, although young Spencer heard this expres- 
sion, there was a peculiar indistinctness about the last 
sentence which convinced him that the speaker had 
again shifted so as to face the other way. 

He? raised his head high enough to peer over. 
Sure enough, both had partly turned, and Izard was 
pointing with his left hand toward the rocks on which 
Evan fixed his suspicion but a minute before. 

Since they were sure to change about again, he 
lowered his head, and listened for further revelations, 
though he had already heard enough. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



190 Lost in Samoa. 

The result was that he was more desirous than 
ever to avoid a meeting with the beach combers. His 
wish was to get away and secure the means of search- 
ing where he was sure of finding her, but it was clear 
to him why these two men held their positions : they 
were watching the entrance to the hiding-place of 
Dora, and no one could enter it unseen so long as 
they remained. 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 

"IS THAT YOU, EV?" 

At this moment the cry of young Matse rang out 
with startling distinctness. The beach combers, be- 
lieving it came from the lips of Evan Spencer, who 
had been hit by their ally, set off without delay for 
the point, no doubt anxious to be " in at the death." 

The American was sorely perplexed for a minute 
or two. He knew its source, and felt it his duty to 
go to the aid of his faithful friend, but to do so he 
must yield what seemed to be his only chance of 
saving little Dora. Beside, he reasoned that if Matse 
was badly hurt, he was not likely to receive any more 
harm during the few minutes he spent in finding the 
child. That done, he would place her in a safe place 
and rush to his help. 

The decision cost him some twinges of conscience, 
but having made it he acted promptly. He let him- 
self over the face of the rock on which he had been 
lying, and ran as fast as he could to the spot pointed 
out by the leader of the beach combers while talking 
with his companion. A mass of stone, rising before 
him like a solid wall, stopped him ere he had gone 
far, and he saw that he must make a detour to reach 
the place he had in mind. 
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Something gleamed on the stones just in front, 
and, with a low cry, he bounded forward and caught 
it up. It was a piece of blue ribbon that he had 
bought months before in New York and given to 
Dora. It was among the several she used in tying 
her wealth of golden hair, and she wore it the day 
before when she left the schooner in company with 
him and Duke Bogert. 

Young Spencer stood a moment, holding the pre- 
cious memento before him, and viewing it with deep 
emotion. Tears filled his eyes as he lovingly touched 
his lips to the bit of silk. 

" Poor child ! " he murmured ; " how much you 
have suffered and wondered why your big brother 
didn't come to take you away, as he promised to do." 

It drove him almost wild to know that, while he 
was standing so near her, he could see no way of 
reaching her. There was the solid stone wall in front 
and on his left. Behind him was the broad, sloping 
rock on which he had lain so long, while on his right 
the wood was open enough to permit the beach 
combers to maintain their trot until they disappeared 
in the direction of the path. 

But he could not stand idle. His keen eyes 
showed no place where the stones had been worn by 
the passage of feet, but about the height of his 
shoulders was a projecting shelf or ledge, which he 
climbed, though with little hope of gaining any 
advantage thereby. 
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As he expected, he found himself in front of the 
same towering mass of stone without any opening 
visible that could suggest the existence of a cavern. 

" And yet," he added, " he pointed this way, and 
the words he spoke make it sure it is the right spot. 
She has been here, too," he added, as he lovingly put 
the bit of ribbon in his pocket, " and must be within 
reach." 

Standing on the ledge he faced about and scanned 
his surroundings with the keenest scrutiny. Then he 
called her name, just as he had done so many times 
in the past when he wished to bring her to him, with- 
out alarming her by too loud a tone of voice. 

He turned toward the face of the rocks again, 
looking for some means of climbing still farther, but 
there was none. 

But stay! A curious bulging of the stones ap- 
peared directly in front, as though an immense piece 
had been split off, leaving a portion turned not toward 
the front but sideways. 

He moved along the ledge on which he stood, 
and had taken but a step or two, when he found there 
was an opening in the mass of rocks, but instead of 
being in front was at the side. Its position was such 
that he wondered he had not seen it before. While it 
was invisible from where he lay on the broad sloping 
rock, it must have been in plain sight from the other 
side of the pile, which was where he had walked pa 
his first search for the missing one. 
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His heart was beating high with hope again, but 
he had been disappointed so often that he would not 
permit himself to be carried away by his emotions. 

The entrance was ragged and irregular in outline, 
being no more than three feet high by less 
breadth, but it was large enough to permit a man t6 
enter. 

All was dark, but sinking on his hands and knees 
he carefully passed through. He carried a few 
matches with him, and stopping long enough to light 
one, held the tiny twist of fire above his head and 
looked around. 

The cavern expanded so as to permit him to stand 
ferect, but the match did not reveal one half the in- 
terior, though showing enough to allow him to ad- 
vance several yards without fear of mishap. The 
floor was broken in many places, and he was impressed 
even in his agitation by the pleasant coolness. The 
rays of the tropical sun could never penetrate those 
recesses, and he wondered why the beach combers, 
instead of deciding to rest themselves in the sultry 
sun, did not go there at once. It may have been the 
darkness did not agree with them. 

Having gone as far as he dared, he once more 
paused and scraped a match on the dry stone at his 
feet. Holding it aloft as before, he was striving to 
pierce the darkness, when he gave a start and gasped : 

"My God! she is dead!" 

He had caught sight of the beloved figure lying 
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on the rocks, only a few feet distant, as motionless as 
the stony couch on which she was resting. 

Flinging the burning match aside, he sprang for- 
ward in the gloom, and dropping on his knees, placed 
his arms beneath the precious form and lifted it to his 
breast. 

" Dora ! Dora ! Speak ! It is I, your brother 
Ev ! Speak, and tell me you are well." 

She moved and muttered as if in sleep, but the 
excited youth could not permit her to remain thus. 

" Dora, my child, don't you know me ? Have you 
forgotten Ev } What is the matter with you ? " 

She now roused up, and in her old natural voice 
asked — 

** Is that you, Ev } you big, mean creature, 'cause 
you kept me waiting so long.* 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 

SOMETHING HIT. 

What wonder that, in the delight of the recovery of 
the precious child, Evan Spencer forgot for the 
moment the grave danger still threatening him from 
the beach combers, who were but a short distance 
from the cavern where Dora was found sleeping safe 
and unharmed ? 

The big manly fellow was crying and laughing 
and hugging the sweet one, but he quickly mastered 
his emotions, and indulged in a brief conversation 
with her. 

"I know I have been mean, Sunbeam, but you 
went so far it took me a good while to find you, but I 
came just as soon as I could." 

"I guess that is so, Ev; but I cried myself to 
sleep, and was dreaming about you when you lifted 
me in your arms. Where are those bad men ? " she 
asked, raising her head from his shoulder, and looking 
around in the gloom. 

" They are not here, and they shan't bother you 
any more. Did they hurt you ? " 

** No ; but they s.cared me awful ; they said if I 
called for you, or made any noise, or tried to run 
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away, they would kill me ; so I was afraid to leave 
this dark place when they went off." 

" Did they say they would come back ? " he asked, 
though every question caused him poignant distress. 

"They told me they were going outside, and 
would wait there to see whether I dared try to come 
out. I crept forward one time to peep out, but was 
so afraid they would see me that I didn't dare, and I 
came back and said my prayers, and lay down and 
went to sleep." 

Young Spencer had thought it strange the beach 
combers left the little one alone while they went off a 
good way, but he understood that they first frightened 
her to that extent that there was no danger of her 
leaving, even if they had stayed away much longer. 
Beside, had she, in the face of the threats, stolen forth, 
she could not have gone far without detection. 

But in his excess of gratitude over her recovery, 
he could not forget that the men were near at hand, 
and were certain to make all haste back when they 
learned, as they were sure to do speedily, that he was 
not on the other side of the path whence the pistol 
shot had come. 

" Well, Sunbeam," he added, within two or three 
minutes after he had lifted her in his arms, "you don't 
want to stay here any longer, and I have come to 
take you away." 

" I am so glad, for this is such a dreadful place 
that I would cry if I had to wait." 
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"But I don't know whether those bad men are 
out there or not ; so if you will stand here I will 
take a look out of doors, and if they are gone we will 
hurry off." 

**I know they are near hy" was the artless 
remark of Dora, " for they said they would watch for 
me, but I guess they will be scared almost to death 
when they SQQyou,^^ 

Evan laughed, and leading her almost to the 
opening, he asked her to wait a moment while he 
glanced outside to make sure the way was open for 
them to hurry back to their friends on the schooner. 

The reader will note the greatly changed con- 
ditions of the situation in which the American was 
placed. The bravery he had shown in more than one 
instance amounted to rashness. He was determined 
to recover the stolen child, and no risk was too great 
to face if he found it in his path. He would not have 
hesitated to assail the three beach combers with only 
his single weapon had the chance offered, and we 
have shown the daring with which he chased Buzz 
Izard, the leader, up the mountain trail. 

But he had succeeded in the great object of his 
expedition, and all that remained was to get her 
away unharmed. The beach combers barred his 
path, and the problem was to circumvent them. 

But Dora's safety was involved in his own. If 
they could kill or disable him, they would regain her, 
and in their anger would not yield her up without a 
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ransom involving every penny of the treasure they 
hoped to recover from the Pacific. 

The welfare of the child was above everything else, 
but the casket that had lain for a score of years at 
the bottom of the South Sea was not to be lightly 
surrendered. Evan could be depended on to make a 
lusty fight for its possession — or, rather, to prevent 
the vagrants from running off with it before he 
secured it. 

It is hardly too much to say that the young 
American, in his anxiety. for the safety of the little 
one, had become so cautious as to seem almost 
cowardly. While he was ready to assume any 
personal risk that promised to benefit her, he recoiled 
at the thought of what might be the result to the 
one who was dearer to him than his own life. 

It was to be expected that the beach combers 
would make all haste back to the cavern the moment 
Izard and Hosier learned what had taken plage 
beyond the path, and would neglect no means of 
preventing the flight of the boy and girl. 

Even if young Spencer found the way clear and 
ventured out, the peculiar trend of his surroundings 
would keep him in sight of the returning parties for 
several minutes. The shortest way of leaving the 
spot was by flanking the sloping rock on which he lay 
a short time before, and that would require some 
time. The easiest avenue was toward the path, but 
that would be following in the footsteps of the beach 
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combers, and hasten the collision that already was 
assured. 

He could not doubt that the rogues, if they saw 
any prospect of the couple getting away, would try to 
shoot the little one. This was another consideration 
which handicapped all the movements of the plucky 
youth. 

With Dora standing only a couple of paces to the 
rear, he advanced to what may be called the side 
door and peered forth. The first survey showed 
him nothing to cause misgiving. There were the 
towering rocks in his front, and by thrusting his head 
a little farther he could see the sloping one from 
which he had made his chief discoveries. 

It might well be asked why, if young Spencer 
hoped to leave the cavern at all with his charge, he 
should hesitate to do so at the very moment he 
learned none of the beach combers was in sight 
The real cause for such hesitation has been pointed 
out : he was unwilling to place her in any peril that 
could be avoided. 

He was not without hope of convincing the ruffians 
that they were trying the impossible. He had not as 
yet been able to hold any satisfactory conversation 
with them, though Tiefo played his part well. 

The question with Evan was whether something 
in the nature of a compromise could not be effected. 
Although he shrank from offering anything of the 
kind to such persons, his fear for Dora led him to 
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think it might be prudent to agree to give them a part 
of the treasure, on condition that they placed no 
further obstacles in his way. 

"How long are you going to keep me waiting^ 
Ev ? " asked the little one, growing impatient. 

The question settled the debate in Evan's mind : 
he would take the risk of leaving with her. The 
situation did not promise to be improved by delay, 
and he regretted the time already lost. 

"Come, Sunbeam," he replied, stepping back to 
her side ; " we won't wait any longer." 

The movement occupied but a few seconds, but, 
short as it was, it was long enough for Buzz Izard to 
appear from somewhere and to block the passage 
with his burly form. Evan had not seen him, but 
there he was, crouching at the opening, frowning and 
scowling in the effort to pierce the gloom within. 

"Helloa in there!" he growled, uncertain what 
danger was before him, " who's there } " 

" / am ! " replied the young American, letting fly 
with his revolver at the miscreant. 

And this time he hit something ! 
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CHAPTER XXXIV, 

THE BESIEGERS. 

Evan Spencer's shot was fired on a sudden impulse 
and he regretted it the instant after pulling the 
trigger. 

Buzz Izard received the ball in his shoulder, and, 
with a cry of rage and pain, toppled backwards, and 
then, rolling sideways, went over the ledge of rocks to 
the ground, a short distance below, where, clambering 
to his feet with another howl, he dashed up the slope 
toward the path where his frightened friends awaited 
him. 

Events had moved as young Spencer expected. 
When the two beach combers joined Twitchell and 
learned the meaning of his shot, they hurried back to 
head off Spencer, whose purpose was plain. In his 
haste, Izard took the lead, and his companions were 
quite willing he should do so, since they knew some- 
thing of the mettle of the young man whom they were 
likely to meet. Izard himself supposed he had gone, 
but he thought the opportunity a good one for giving 
his companions a lesson in genuine, lofty courage. 

" Are you hurt bad ? " asked Twitchell, whose head 
still rang from the impact of the stone thrown by 
young Matse. 
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" rm mortally wounded," wailed the scamp, 
dropping to the ground, and clapping one hand to his 
shoulder ; " look at that ! " he added, withdrawing his 
fingers, which showed a crimson stain. 

" Not as bad as that," said Hosier, examining the 
wound, which was found to be in the fleshy part of the 
shoulder. The flow of blood was soon staunched, 
and, though Izard was forced to move carefully, his 
condition was far from helpless. The hurt was on the 
left side, so that he was still able to handle his weapon 
effectively. 

" There's one thing certain," said he, compressing 
his lips and shaking his head ; " weVe got that chap 
sure." 

"And the gal, too," added Twitchell, whose 
happiness would have been complete could he have 
been able to punish the native lad that defied and 
taunted him. 

" Of course," added Izard, " the child bein' there 
makes it the easier to nab him'' 

** But it won't do to attack him where he is, for he 
has everything in his favour," said Mosler, who had 
no thought of assuming any such risk as their leader 
had run. 

" Nobody thinks of that ; all weVe got to do is to 
wait, for there ain't no food nor water he can git." 

*' He wouldn't mind that for a day or two, but the 
child will soon begin to whine for it." 

" I say," added Twitchell, as though the thought 
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had just struck him ; " you don't know of any other 
way out of the cavern, do you? " 

" There ain't none ; I looked all through it afore I 
left the gal there ; you don't *spose I was goin' to run 
any such risk as t/tat f He's trapped.*' 

This was a pleasing belief, but there were some 
misgivings, for the beach combers were not so blind 
as to lose sight of the prospect that others might take 
part in this business before the couple could be 
starved to terms. 

The American schooner had gone to Apia, but 
they did not know how long she would stay. There 
must be some understanding between the captain and 
youth, who sooner or later would be missed and 
searched for. 

How long was the vessel likely to wait before dis- 
trust would cause a hunt to be made for the absent 
boy and girl } 

In discussing this phase of the question Izard 
insisted that, even if the search was made, there was 
only a faint chance of success, for the captain and crew 
lacked the first knowledge of where the couple had 
gone, and were likely to hunt for a month without 
finding them. The beach combers were fully set on 
bringing the youth to terms, believing it ought to be 
an easy task, with the little one in his charge, for it 
was not to be supposed he would part company for a 
moment with her. 

After considering the situation, it was decided that 
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Izard and Hosier should stay where they were, while 
Twitchell made his way along the top of the rocky 
wall, fronting the mouth of the cavern, where he was 
to watch his chances. 

If the American should venture to the opening of 
the entrance, he would be directly below his former 
employ^, and so near that it would require no great 
skill to reach him with the pistol. The object of 
Twitchell, of course, would be to attain this coign of 
vantage without being seen by Spencer. 

Inasmuch as the fellow really ran no personal risk, 
he willingly accepted the task, and by the use of no 
more than ordinary caution secured the perch un- 
noticed. 

By the time the siege, as it may be called, was 
fairly begun, the forenoon was half gone. Although 
the night had promised a storm, there was none ; and 
the day was sultry and warm, with a prospect of the 
sun shining with a splendour almost intolerable to 
one not protected by shade. 

While the situation of our friends in the cavern, as 
regards coolness, could not have been better, the beach 
combers found it advisable to shield themselves from 
the rays by keeping beneath the dense vegetation. 
This was easily done by Izard and Mosler, though 
the discomfort of the former's wound caused him 
frequently to visit the nearest small stream of water, 
and as the day advanced he was troubled by an in- 
cipient fever, which did not help to improve his temper. 
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Trott Twitchell found that to look over the top of 
the rocky wall, so as to see the parties below, when- 
ever they appeared at the entrance, required him to 
lie at full length, exposed to the sun, which was not 
to be borne very long. Accordingly, after a careful 
peep below, without catching sight of the American, 
he withdrew to shelter, there to wait a few minutes 
before repeating the task. 

It is noteworthy that it never occurred to any one 
of the beach combers that it might fall to the lot of 
the native lad Matse to take a hand in bringing 
matters to a focus. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

THE BESIEGED. 

The most shocking feature of the shooting of the 
leading beach comber, as it presented itself to Evan 
Spencer, was not the act itself, but the fact that little 
Dora should have been a witness. 

His anger toward the miscreants was so intense 
that he would have felt little regret at putting Izard 
out of the way for ever, but he was .sorry that the 
innocent child should have seen it. There was no 
way, however, of avoiding not only that, but other 
scenes of violence that were almost certain to follow. 

Dora stood for a moment transfixed with fright by 
the deafening report of the weapon, and the cry of the 
man who tumbled out of sight so quickly. 

" There ! " exclaimed her friend, " I think 1 have 
given him such a scare that he won't trouble us any 
more.'* 

"But you hurt him, Ev," said the frightened child ; 
*' what made you do that ? " 

" He isn't much hurt ; he wanted to take you away, 
but he won't try it again." 

" Then you don't think he is hurt very bad," con- 
tinued Dora, who still heard the cries of the beach 
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comber, growing fainter, as he sped from the spot and 
joined his companions. 

" Not as much as he deserves ; don't think any 
more about him, Sunbeam, for he isn*t worth it." 

** Ain't you going to take me away } " 

" They are waiting outside to seize you when we 
go out ; so I guess we shall have to wait awhile." 

" Why don't you go out and shoot again, so as to 
drive them off .? " 

" If I should do that, they would shoot at me ; but 
I promise to take you away as soon as I can." 

Like the good girl that she was, Dora was satisfied 
for the time with this, but that which the youth 
dreaded came the next minute. He was peeping 
cautiously out when she spoke. 

" I wouldn't care, Ev, if I could have something to 
eat, and some water to drink; I am hungry, but I 
want the water most." 

" I wish I could give both to you, but I cannot. 
Now, my little girl, if I present you with a big silver 
dollar, that you can buy lots of candies and nice 
things with, how long will you go without asking for 
anything to eat or drink } " 

" Why, if you will give me a whole dollar I will 
wait three or four years," was the prompt reply. 

"You won't have to wait as long as ihaty' said 
Evan with a smile ; " but I will give you the dollar if 
you won't say anything more about food or water till 
sundown." 
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She eagerly made the promise, little dreaming of 
its full meaning; and a pang went through Evan's 
heart when he reflected that, no matter how much she 
suffered, she would keep her promise, and he would 
hear nothing more from her until the day drew to a 
close. 

Suspecting the savagery of the beach combers, he 
warned her not to show herself at the entrance ; but at 
the same time spent the minutes in peering out at the 
party, whose next move he could not guess. 

By keeping his gaze on the point where Buzz Izard 
had disappeared, he gained a glimpse now and then of 
the men through the vegetation. More than that, he 
managed the task so well that none observed him. 

It was thus he learned of the withdrawal of one 
whom he saw moving to the left, though he could not 
see clearly enough to identify him ; but familiar with 
his surroundings, it was easy for Evan to guess the 
point towards which he was making his way, as well 
as his purpose in doing so. 

With the resolve to give him a sharp lesson the 
youth placed himself just within the entrance of the 
cavern, and with his form partly screened in gloom, 
awaited his chance. He could not be certain of the 
exact spot, but knew it well enough for practical 
purposes. 

It so happened, however, that when Trott Twitchell 
took his first hasty survey, Evan had withdrawn for 
the moment, and was exchanging a few words with 
o 
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his companion. The beach comber was too careful 
to make any noise, and the watcher thus missed 
seeing him. 

Twitchell, or Tiefo, as the lad knew him, having 
rested for a time in the grateful shade, concluded that 
duty called upon him to expose himself to the burning 
rays again for a few minutes. He had but a little 
way to creep through the sunlight, when he reached 
the top of the wall, and could look directly down on 
the entrance, where, if the youth appeared at all, he 
must show himself. 

This time the latter was on the watch, wondering 
why the rogue was so long in showing himself — a 
natural wonderment, since he was unaware that he 
had already done so. 

Dora had seated herself again on the cool flinty 
floor of the cavern, and was watching her friend, whose 
movements were interesting at any time. He was 
lying on his face, and partly turned on his left side, 
his head supported on the hand, with the elbow resting 
on the rock. His hat was removed, and his face 
turned so that he looked upward without difficulty. 
In his right he held the revolver which had already 
done good service. 

In this posture the watchful youth kept his gaze 
centred at a certain point of the rim of the wall, 
twenty feet, when he became aware of something 
entering into his field of vision, a couple of yards to 
the left of where he expected it to appear. 
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Detecting it the instant it came in sight, he was 
quick to identify the object as the rim of a broad- 
brimmed hat, similar to that worn by each of the 
beach combers. 

" Why didn't the fool do as I have done ? " muttered 
Evan, bringing his weapon round to the front, and 
levelling it at the spot. 

It was a reckless act on the part of Twitchell, for 
his head-covering was not needed, and by notifying 
the watcher below of what was coming, gave him the 
first shot. 

The hat-rim advanced like the shadow across the 
face of the dial. Though the beach comber did not 
dream of the real danger he was running, his timidity 
caused him to use as much caution as a man can 
exercise who is forgetful enough to wear his hat at 
such a time. 

Slowly the rim expanded until the frowsy hair 
that hung over the forehead was shown ; next the 
tanned brow followed, then two eyebrows, and 
suddenly the twinkling bead-like eyes slipped to 
view. 

The next instant Evan Spencer fired at the head 
of the scoundrel, whom he had recognised as Tiefo 
his treacherous employ^, that would have taken his 
life long before, had he possessed the courage. 
The shot was well aimed, but it was the fraction of a 
second too late. Instead of shoving his face forward 
with uniform slowness, the man made a quick thrust 
o 2 
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of a couple of inches, just after his eyes showed him 
the upper part of the entrance to the cavern. 

It was this unexpected and trifling act which 
spoiled the aim of the youth,' and saved the life of the 
beach comber. Evan wanted Tiefo to see him at the 
moment he fired, so as to learn who it was that 
punished him. 

The one glimpse which the fellow caught of that 
upturned face and levelled pistol was enough, and he 
drew back as quickly as the stroke of a tiger's paw. 
No escape could have been narrower, and there was a 
single breath when he was sure he had not been struck. 
As it was, the bullet clipped through the rim of his 
hat, and he shuddered from head to foot, with a most 
vivid consciousness of the alertness of the young 
man whom he and his companions were seeking to 
destroy. 

" The sun is too hot here," he muttered, though 
another shudder passed through him as he spoke ; 
** and I think V\\ stick to the shade." 

And Mr. Trott Twitchell made his way to cover 
a great deal more quickly than he left it He was 
content henceforth to keep ward and watch at long 
range. One of those pistol-balls had found a lodg- 
ment in Buzz Izard's shoulder, and another had come 
just as near as possible to entering the brain of the 
fellow on the wall above. 

While Evan regretted the miss, he knew he had 
taught the beach combers a lesson that would not be 
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forgotten. There would be no more attempts (at 
least, for some time) to steal a march on him, and he 
could count with certainty upon having several hours 
in which to do what he chose within the cavern. 

All this while he had held a certain hope 
of there being another egress from the place, un- 
known to the parties outside. It was not likely they 
were much acquainted with the cavern, for there was 
no reason to believe they had visited it before the 
night previous, and, though they had examined it 
quite fully, it was easy for them to overlook some 
opening which might be turned to account. 

" Now," said Evan in his cheery way, " I have 
some hope, Sunbeam, that there may be a back 
door to our house, but I can't tell till I hunt for it." 

" Let me help you," she said, springing to her feet. 

*' You can help me by staying right where you 
are. You mustn't go any nearer the opening, or those 
men will seize and run off with you ; but look and 
listen as closely as you can ; and if you hear or see 
anything, call to me. Will you do as I wish ? " 

Dora gave her promise. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

SEVERAL DISCOVERIES. 

Evan Spencer made two discoveries — one pleasing, 
and one the opposite. 

With the aid of the matches he found the cavern 
was soh'd in every direction except that with the 
single opening, and no other outlet therefore existed ; 
but at the rear was a tiny stream of cool water, from 
which he and Dora obtained a most refreshing 
draught that made them feel vastly better in mind 
and body. 

But, despite the success that had attended his 
hunt for the little one, he saw the grave peril in which 
both were placed. There could be no doubt of the 
feelings of the beach combers towards him, though 
they had not fired at him since his entrance into the 
cavern — for the good reason that no chance was pre- 
sented for doing so. 

Naturally his thoughts wandered to the Mary Jane^ 
and he asked himself whether there was any hope in 
that direction. If Captain Brady kept his agreement, 
and there was no reason to fear he would not, he must 
be sailing close in-shore at that moment, on the look- 
out for a signal from him. Evan had promised to let 
him know when he found the bay, where they were to 
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make search for the treasure at the bottom of the 
sea; and failing to catch the signal, or to see his 
young friend, the captain was likely to continue 
coasting to the westward, until far beyond the point 
where the two canoes lay, without any means of learn- 
ing the truth. It was not possible that the sight of 
the small craft within the bay would give him an 
inkling of what had taken place, and the day must 
go by without any misgiving coming to his friends. 

The knowledge that the youth had had a couple 
of sharp scrimmages with the beach combers might 
cause some disquiet on the part of Captain Brady, but 
there was no reason to look for any movement by him 
at the earliest before the morrow. 

The thoughts of Evan reverted to Matse, but, 
knowing nothing of that remarkable youngster's 
escape, he could build no hope on him. He could 
only grieve that it had been out of his power to strike 
a blow in his defence, when he believed he stood in 
sore need of a friend. 

It followed, therefore, that unless he left the cavern 
and defied the besiegers, he would have to stay there 
until nightfall. 

And if until nightfall, why not much longer? 
The full moon would shine again from an un- 
clouded sky; and since there were no trees nigh 
enough to throw a shade over the entrance, the first 
venture of the inmates must be seen by those on the 
watch for a movement of that kind. 
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Why not propose to Izard and his men that he 
would give up the paper on condition that they would 
leave at once ? 

This was the old annoying question which he 
had put behind him so often, but which would force 
itself upon him, despite his impatience with the 
thought. It was so much like a surrender that his 
nature rebelled, until at last he was forced to con- 
sider it in all its bearings. 

If the* chart were yielded under the promise of 
the men to leave at once, reliance would have to be 
placed upon a set of rogues lacking the first principles 
of honour. 

And yet, if they should do as they would have 
to pledge themselves to do, Evan must depend upon 
some close work to prevent the total loss of the prize 
which had drawn him to the South Sea from the 
other side of the world. 

First of all, the Mary Jane must be within such 
easy call that she could be reached without delay, and 
measures taken to head off the beach combers in their 
efforts to secure the treasure. His offer, therefore, 
would be to give up the paper, without saying any- 
thing about his subsequent steps, on condition of the 
instant departure of the vagrants, and counting, as has 
been shown, upon the co-operation of Captain Brady 
to defeat their attempts to obtain the prize. 

This would incur great risk of losing it altogether, 
for all the chances were against the Mary Jane being 
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in sight, and the beach combers were sure to get in 
their work without delay. Further, these men had 
shown such shrewdness from the beginning that there 
was little hope of their accepting the offer which the 
American had in mind. The conditions named the 
day before by Izard were quite sure to be insisted 
upon. True, Evan might agree to them, but that 
would be fatal, since no consideration could lead him 
to break his pledge after it was once given. 

However, this plan of campaign, as it may be 
called, was scattered to the winds by the sudden re- 
collection that it was beyond his power to take the 
first step in its execution. 

The document was lying at that moment under 
a stone by the sea-shore, and he had forgotten the 
fact during the stirring incidents of the morning. 

It seemed to him that no harm could be done by 
exchanging a few words with his besiegers, and he 
stepped through the entrance with the intention of 
calling to Tiefo to show himself, under the promise 
that he would do him no harm. As he moved out, 
he kept a sharp watch that a stealthy shot was not 
fired from above, though there was little danger of the 
traitor showing himself. 

Young Spencer was on the point of pronouncing 
the name of his unfaithful employ^ when he was 
checked by a striking discovery. 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 

STRANGE PROCEEDINGS. 

Evan Spencer looked keenly at the upper rim of the 
rocky wall in search of Tiefo, but was quite sure he 
would not appear after such a sharp reception, unless 
summoned under the pledge he meant to offer. Even 
then it was doubtful whether he could be induced to 
expose himself to the fate which he knew he merited. 

The young American would have preferred to 
repeat what words he had in mind to Buzz Izard the 
leader, and he gazed in the direction of the path 
where he had caught a glimpse of him and Mosler, 
but neither was visible. He could not believe they 
were far off, but he was on the point of turning back 
to call to Tiefo, simply because he knew he was 
within the sound of his voice, and he had a better 
acquaintance with him, when he observed a curious 
agitation among the branches over the spot where he 
had seen the leader of the beach combers and his 
companion. 

One of the bushy limbs was moved in a way that 
showed a person was the cause. 

"Why have they climbed that tree?" asked the 
puzzled youth. "They can accomplish nothing by 
that." 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Strange Proceedings. 219 

The question had hardly framed itself, when the 
branch bent down, and he now plainly saw that there 
was some one among the limbs, and, furthermore, he 
was using one hand as if signalling. 

The body of this person, whoever he was, was so 
hidden by the vegetation that he could not be identi- 
fied, and Evan was puzzled beyond expression. His 
conclusion was that Mosler had climbed to the place, 
and was making some signs to Tiefo, perhaps to ap- 
prise him that the youth was in reach of his weapon. 

Suddenly Evan recalled that he had a small 
spy-glass in his pocket. ' Drawing it forth, he pointed 
it at the spot, and, with feelings which may be 
imagined, recognised the round grinning face among 
the leaves as that of the native lad Matse. 

It was an astonishing discovery, we repeat, and 
for more than one reason. In the first place, he sup- 
posed that lively youngster had been killed or badly 
wounded by Tiefo ; but no boy suffering from a serious 
hurt could indulge in such prodigious smiling as he 
did. 

Then, in climbing that particular tree, it would 
seem that he had placed himself in the greatest peril, 
for it was almost over the spot where Izard and Mosler 
were lounging, or where they were but a short time 
before. The fact that the lad was not disturbed, even 
for a brief time, however, argued that they must have 
shifted their quarters to some other point, though it 
could not be far away. 
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The lad beyond question was making some kind 
of signals to Evan, but why could he hope they would 
be seen by him, and yet escape the eyes of the beach 
combers, who would pounce upon him before he could 
descend and make off? That was the phase of the 
strange business which perplexed Evan Spencer. 

Whether Matse knew the meaning of the glass 
levelled at him or not cannot be told, but he seemed 
to take it as a summons for an increase of his grinning 
powers, for it looked as if his ears were in danger from 
the effort he put forth. 

Since it seemed safe for him to communicate with 
his friend in this open manner, Evan lowered his glass, 
and coolly waved his hand at him. The little fellow 
was tickled almost out of his wits, but he did not grin 
any more, since that was an impossibility. 

Evan raised his glass again, but Matse must have 
made some alarming discovery, for he was invisible. 
He had hardly time to leave his perch, but probably 
moved nearer the trunk, so as to permit the branches 
to close about and hide him from sight. 

Leaving this singular incident to be explained 
later, the young American addressed himself to the 
duty that originally brought him forth. Looking up 
at the rim of the towering wall of rocks immediately 
in his front, he called the name of Tiefo in tones loud 
enough to reach the fellow if near at hand. After 
waiting a reasonable period he repeated the call a 
second and third time, but without result. 
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It was useless : the fellow would not trust himself 
within reach of that dreaded weapon, from which he 
had had such a narrow escape. Evan glanced in the 
direction of the path, where he had seen Izard and 
Hosier, and later Matse the native lad, but no one 
was in sight 

He could not believe the beach combers had 
withdrawn, and very quickly found that all were 
nearer at hand than he supposed. 

Hosier had made the proposal to the leader some 
time before that they should take their place on the 
sloping rock, where the youth was crouching, but, 
when about to do so, they were diverted by the sound 
of Tiefo's pistol. The spot must have been a favourite 
one, for, unobserved by the lad, all three had managed 
to reach it, and were stretched out in positions similar 
to his own when he occupied it. 

Turning his gaze towards that point, Evan saw the 
trio of ragged hats, as if resting on a shelf, with just 
enough of the eyes visible to show the grim party 
were watching him, and evidently wondering why he 
was calling the name of one of their number so per- 
sistently. 

Looking straight at them Evan Spencer said — 

" I want to speak a few words to your leader ; I 
suppose he is the one I hit with a bullet." 

"Well, what have you got to say?" growled 
Buzz Izard, still revealing nothing but his rickety hat 
and twinkling eyes beneath. Like his companions, he 
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was closely studying the youth, standing in full view, 
ready to duck out of sight the moment he pointed 
his weapon that way. 

" I want to know what you expect by keeping me 
here." 

" I guess you know well enough," said the leader 
in his gruff voice. 

" Do you want that paper old Dorcer gave to 
me.?" 

** That's what we mean to have, or you'll never 
come out of there alive, and we'll keep the little gal." 

" If I give it to you, will you leave at once and not 
molest us ? " 

" We won't do no such thing unless you clear out ; 
we'll watch you till you're gone, and then we won't 
hurt you." 

Evan could hardly help smiling at this way of 
putting it. Buzz Izard meant, though his words were 
mixed, that the only condition upon which he would 
release the besieged couple was by their return of the 
document so often named, followed by the instant 
withdrawal of themselves. 

Now that the proposition was really broached, 
young Spencer saw more clearly than ever its absurd 
features — so numerous indeed that it would be a waste 
of time to dwell upon them. 

"Well," said Evan, "I can't give you the paper 
because I haven't got it with me." 

" That's what you told fiefo," said Izard, " but it 
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won't work ; we give you your choice, and you can do 
as you please." 

The leading beach comber affected an independ- 
ence and command of the situation which young 
Spencer did not believe was real ; but, puzzled by the 
action of young Matse in the tree, his concern was 
chiefly for him. While this fragmentary conversation 
was going on, the heads of the beach combers remained 
in sight — or, rather, the upper portion of them was 
visible ; but very soon Evan became aware that only 
two were staring over the rock at him. 

He could not forget the danger of his young friend. 
It was impossible that the vagrants should not have 
seen him almost, if not quite, as soon as the American ; 
and it was strange they had not made a move against 
him, for really they were closer to the lad than was 
Evan himself. 

The instant the latter saw only two heads peering 
over the rock; he turned and shouted : 

" Look out, Matse ! They are after you ! " 

Several minutes had passed since he observed the 
grinning face, and he was hopeful that the lad had 
taken himself from such a dangerous position, but the 
reply came loud and clear : 

" Me see him — can't catch Matse — hit him wid 
stone — den he cry— he big fool ! " 

The full import of this taunt was understood only 
by Trott Twitchell, who, withdrawing from the side 
of his friends, was doing his utmost to reach the tree 
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before the imp, as he regarded him, could give him 
the slip again. 

Matse expected something of the kind from the 
moment he showed himself to his friend, for he knew 
where all the beach combers were, and they were not 
likely to leave him very long to himself. 

At the moment of uttering the defiant reply, the 
lively little fellow caught a glimpse of Tiefo hurrying 
among the trees towards him. Almost at the same 
moment he saw something else^ something which even 
young Spencer failed to see. 

The native lad emitted a yell fully as loud and 
penetrating as that which followed the shot of the 
beach comber, and loosing his hold dropped through 
the branches to the ground. Then, instead of making 
a dash into the wood to escape his foe, he ran in a 
straight line for the cavern, in front of which his 
white friend stood amazed beyond expression by the 
act, for as Matse ran he shouted as if with exceeding 
great joy. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

HOW MATSE MANAGED IT. 

Enough has been related about the young native 
lad to prove his remarkable cleverness. Two power- 
ful causes led him to hasten from his home several 
miles distant to help restore little Dora Decker to 
her friends. The first was his fondness for the sweet 
child, and the second was that in no other way could 
he escape a severe trouncing by his father. Indeed, 
had he not moved off very nimbly, after explaining 
the situation to him, he would have caught it as it 
was, despite the bruised forehead which showed he 
had already suffered in her defence. 

The affection of Matse for Dora was a much 
stronger impulse than his fear of punishment, and 
there was nothing too trying or dangerous for him to 
face in her behalf It will be recalled that he was 
making his way along the path towards the sea when 
he encountered Evan Spencer, and from him learned 
what had taken place after the flight of the abductors 
with his young friend. What followed has been told, 
up to the moment when Trot Twitchell dashed from 
the rock to the foot of the tree to punish him for his 
insolence, but found him not. 

The native lad cautiously watched the actions of 
p 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



226 Lost in Samoa, 

the baffled beach comber, and, when he was joined 
by the others, followed them to the place among 
the rocks, where the young American found Dora in 
the cavern. Buzz Izard's startling repulse showed 
Matse exactly how matters stood. His two friends 
were in the cavern, from which they could not ex- 
tricate themselves without help, and he could not lift 
his hand in their defence ; but he remembered that 
he met young Spencer coming from the direction 
of the sea. It seemed to him, therefore, that, if any 
assistance was to be secured for him, it must be 
sought for there. Without hesitating, he broke into 
a run, and sped along the trail like a young Indian. 

The distance was not far, and he soon found him- 
self at the place where the two canoes were resting 
against the bank. No person was on or about them, 
but he saw a sight which enchained his attention. A 
short way from shore the American schooner Mary 
Jane had come to anchor, and a small boat, contain- 
ing a couple of men, was approaching the very spot 
where he was standing. 

Matse surveyed them with the same wonder- 
ment that the occupants scrutinised him, for neither 
party knew the errand of the other. The sagacious 
lad, however, saw that the persons were of the same 
race as his friend, and were not beach combers; 
the conclusion, therefore, was warranted that they 
were his allies. 

The men were Captain Brady and Duke Bogert, 
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the sailor — the latter, as before, swinging the oars, 
which speedily brought the boat to land between the 
canoes. 

" Well, my little fellow," said the captain, kindly, 
to the grinning lad, " what can we do for you ? " 

He was doubtful whether the boy could under- 
stand English, but was pleased with his bright ap- 
pearance. 

Matse was full of business, and used no circumlo- 
cution. 

" You look for himV^ he asked, eagerly, as the two 
stepped out, and Duke drew the prow up far enough 
to prevent the craft being washed away by the 
tide. 

'*We are looking for a young man named 
Spencer," said the captain, " and will be glad if you 
can tell us anything about him." 

" Hab he little girl } " inquired Matse, who had 
never heard the surname of the youth before. 

" That's the chap ! " Bogert hastened to say, as 
he faced about after placing the boat in position. 
" Has anything happened to the little girl ? " 

'' She up dere in rocks," said Matse, pointing into 
the wood behind him. 

"What the mischief is sh® doin* there?" demanded 
the sailor. 

"He wid her — big brother; dey hide in rocks to 
git where beach combers can't git 'em." 

Captain Brady and the sailor looked in each 
p 2 
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other's face, wondering whether their young friend 
was ever to be rid of those scamps. 

The captain now began questioning the lad, and 
soon gained a clear idea of the dilemma in which 
Evan Spencer and Dora were placed. He was as- 
tonished that those vagrants had succeeded in turn- 
ing the tables on the youth in such style, but they 
realised that he was in grave danger, and no minutes 
were to be lost. Time enough, for explanation when 
the couple were rescued. 

Matse was told to lead the way to where the 
siege was in progress, while they followed. The 
captain carried a pistol similar to that of young 
Spencer, but Duke had only his knife. 

"I don't need any pop-gun," he remarked; "jes' 
let me git within reach of them land-lubbers, and I'll 
wring their necks for 'em." 

Matse was so delighted when he saw the two 
following him up the trail that he could not contain 
himself. He ran far enough ahead to be out of sight, 
then paused impatiently for them to come up with 
him, or dashed back to meet them. 

" The little scamp is in a hurry," said Duke, with 
a smile, " and he knows how to travel a blamed sight 
faster than we kin ; why not let him run ahead, 
captain, and tell the folks we're coming ? " 

Captain Brady inquired of the lad as to the 
distance, and learning there was little danger of 
missing the spot, especially as Matse promised to be 
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on the watch for them, he told the youngster to leave 
them if he wished, and notify young Spencer that an 
army sufficiently large to raise the siege was march- 
ing to his relief 

Matse was off like a shot, and soon reached the 
place where Evan Spencer was in such grave danger. 
Happy as was the lad, he did not forget his usual 
cunning. It required but a short time for him to 
learn that the three beach combers were on the broad 
sloping rock, from which they were watching the 
mouth of the cavern. 

For a minute Matse was in a quandary. He 
wanted to make a dash for his friends, and it was not 
the fear of his being stopped by his enemies that 
prevented. He was confident he could perform the 
feat, but he had promised the two white men to wait 
for them. Should he not do so they were liable to 
make some mistake that might bring disaster. Ac- 
cordingly he decided to keep his word. 

But he felt he must tell the good news to Evan 
and Dora. It was easy to shout the glad tidings, but 
the words would have been understood by the beach 
combers, and they would escape the punishment he 
was so anxious to see visited upon them. As the best 
course, he climbed the tree, where he was seen a short 
time after. 

He did this so skilfully that not one of the 
besiegers discovered him, a fact not remarkable 
since their attention was fixed on another point, and 
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it was not hard for him to keep his body screened by 
the vegetation. 

When almost immediately Evan Spencer ap- 
peared and looked straight at the point, the boy 
showed himself, and, as we have related, was quickly 
recognised. The others of course were almost equally 
prompt in identifying the daring youngster. 

They were at a loss for the moment to understand 
what it meant, but when Trott Twitchell saw that it 
was really Matse, he felt his moment of triumph had 
come. 

Quietly stealing from his place alongside the 
others, he hurried around among the trees, expecting 
to catch his tormentor in such a situation that there 
could be no escape for him. 

But Matse was on the watch, and readily kept 
track of the movements of the beach comber. Before 
he could come nigh enough to do any harm he 
slipped down among the limbs like a monkey, and it 
was while doing so that he discerned Captain Brady 
and Duke Bogert coming from the opposite direction. 

The campaign was opening finely. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 

RAISING OF THE SIEGE. 

Matse, who had been on the point of exploding, as 
may be said, with happiness, could restrain himself no 
longer. The instant his feet struck the ground he 
broke into a dead run for the cavern, and shouted — 

" Dey come ! — dey come ! — soon be here — shoot 
de fools!" 

It was a mistake of the youngster, for which, how- 
ever, we cannot chide him. The beach combers were 
made suspicious by the lad's daring display of him- 
self so near them, and his manner and words made 
known the alarming truth. They knew relief was at 
hand, and Buzz Izard and Gross Mosler never moved 
more nimbly than they scrambled down from their 
perch on the sloping rock and skurried for the nearest 
shelten 

Trott Twitchell went just too far to escape scot 
free. Not so quick as his companions to see his 
peril, he did not check himself until he was beneath 
the tree from which Matse had leaped, when all at 
once he found himself face to face with Captain Brady 
and Duke Bogert. One glance was enough, and 
without any effort to use the pistol in his hand, he 
wheeled and made off. 
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" It's a safe rule when you see a beach comber to 
shoot," remarked the captain, bringing his pistol to a 
level, and letting fly at the miscreant, whose leap and 
howl showed he was winged. 

" Hold on, captain ! " called Duke Bogert ; " let 
me finish him." 

But a sailor is not fitted by training to make good 
speed on land, and though Duke Bogert threw his 
whole energy in the attempt, it availed nothing. A 
running vine twisted like a wire round his ankle, and 
he went forward with a bang on his hands and knees. 
By the time he kicked himself free and rose to his 
feet Trott Twitchell was nowhere to be seen. 

" What's become of him ? " demanded the wrathful 
sailor. " Why didn't you hit him agin, captain } " 

" You told me to leave him for you," replied his 
friend with a laugh ; " but he has carried away a 
memento that will keep us in his remembrance." 

Duke was chagrined over his failure, but it could 
not have ended differently had he remained on his 
feet, for the beach comber was much more nimble than 
he, and saw the need of using all the speed he could. 

The interest of the two now centred on their 
friends, and they hurried after Matse, who had 
arrived at the cavern, where he was met by Evan and 
Dora. Knowing what had happened, they came 
through the opening, and, leaping to the ground, the 
youth turned about and helped the little one down 
beside him. 
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" I think, Sunbeam/' said he, " that you ought to 
give Matse a kiss, for if it hadn^t been for him we 
would have to stay a good deal longer in this dark 
place.'' 

" Where is he ? I just guess I will," replied the 
girl, turning about and running up to the grinning 
lad, who was greatly embarrassed, not realising the 
little plot on foot. 

Dora reached up, and he bent over, uncertain what 
she wanted, but the next minute her dimpled arms 
were around his neck, and she kissed him again and 
again, while he blushed as much as his bronzed com- 
plexion would' permit. Not knowing what to do with 
himself, he took refuge in his usual resource of smiling 
at a prodigious rate, which no one could equal. 

By this time Captain Brady and Duke Bogert 
were on the spot, and a general greeting followed. 
The sailor took Dora from the unwilling Matse, and 
for a few moments forgot everything but his own 
pleasure in being able to caress the child from whom 
it seemed he had been separated for weeks instead of 
a few hours. 

But by-and-by, when the tempest settled into a 
calm, Evan told the whole story, from the abduction 
of Dora while he was resting in the home of Matse 
the day before. He expressed his chagrin that he 
was held for a number of hours in a state of siege by 
the beach combers, whom he detested ; but his friends 
understood the cause of his extreme caution without 
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explanation on his part, and they honoured him 
for it. 

" Well, captain," said Evan, " Dora complains of 
being hungry, and would like to know whether there 
is anything left on the Mary /ane that can furnish her 
a meal/' 

"There wasn't much left yesterday, after she 
finished her dinner," replied the happy old salt, " but 
since then we have been down to Apia and taken in 
a new supply, so I can promise her that if she will go 
back she shall have all she wants." 

" You don't wish to stay any longer in the cavern, 
do you ? " asked Evan, turning towards the child, who 
was now standing beside him. 

" I guess I don't," was the reply ; " but I can wait 
a little while longer for dinner." 

" Bless your heart!" exclaimed Duke Bogert, raising 
her in his arms again. " I wish I could get hold of 
them lubbers that dared to steal you away from us." 

" Ev scared one of them," replied Dora, " so he 
didn't come back again after me." 

" Duke scared another," laughed the captain, " but 
he did it by tumbling down so hard he shook the 
ground. The fellow was afraid he might fall on him 
the next time, so he ran off to prevent giving him a 
chance." 

** Since there seems no call to stay here longer," 
said Evan, " let us adjourn." 

When the start came to be made, each one, in- 
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eluding young Spencer and excepting Matse, extended 
his hand to take that of little Dora, but she declined 
them all, and running beside the native lad slipped 
her fingers within his. 

" I'm going to walk with yoUy^ said she, looking 
artlessly up, " for I love you." 

The others were pleased, for they appreciated the 
services of this remarkable lad, who hardly a day 
before was unknown to any one of them. He was 
very bright, and had shown such a deep devotion to 
the little girl and Spencer that it can hardly be de- 
nied that he was the instrument of saving the lives 
of both. 

"He must be rewarded," said Captain Brady, 
falling back with the others so as to permit the 
children to walk in advance. 

" We can never fully reward him," was the reply 
of the grateful Evan ; " but we will do all we can." 

On reaching the beach Matse, with his perennial 
smile, said he must leave them and hurry home to tell 
his mother and father (when the latter came from his 
work) that he had done his part, and there was no 
need of punishing him because he allowed the little 
one to be stolen. 

It was then that Evan, Captain Brady, and Duke 
Bogert, emptied their pockets of every cent they con- 
tained, and forced it upon the astonished lad, who 
protested in vain. Among the three they raised a 
generous sum, which, being in silver and gold, gave 
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him all he could conveniently carry, and rendered any 
after necessity of " exchange " quite easy. 

Dora had nothing of that kind at her command, 
but when she saw she was about to lose her dusky 
friend she unwound the beautiful sash from her waist 
and handed it to him. All saw the sparkle of tears 
in the fine black eyes as he stooped over, and giving 
her a final kiss, waved the others good-bye. Still 
grinning, he passed to the eastward along the beach, 
and was never seen by them again ; but it is safe to 
believe that if Matse is spared to live to old age, 
there is one memento among his possessions, in the 
form of that silken sash, which he will treasure above 
all others to the end of his life. 

" Now," said the cheerful Evan, " there is but one 
more thing to do, and that is to attend to the business 
that brought us to Samoa. Ah ! I forgot," he added; 
hastening to the flat stone, lifting it and taking out 
the document hidden there. Explaining how it was 
he came to secrete the precious paper, he looked at 
the captain for his reply. 

" We are ready," said he, " and will begin work 
without delay." 

"But it will take sometime to find the right spot,"said 
Evan,"for Ihaven'tyetlearned wherethe Lion's Head is." 

"If you haven't, we have," remarked Captain 
Brady, with a meaning smile. 

"Where?" 

« This is the spot!'* 
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CHAPTER XL, 

CONCLUSION. 

Evan Spencer was astonished, as well he might be, 
for a single glance at his surroundings made known 
the cause of the captain's declaration. The bay on 
whose shore they stood answered perfectly the drawing 
on the chart. There was the rocky headland at the 
eastern side of the entrance, while the width was as 
indicated on the paper. 

In following the beach combers that ran off with 
little Dora, both canoes entered the right inlet with- 
out either suspecting it. Young Spencer wondered 
that he overlooked the fact when he had actually 
climbed Lion's head to scan the sea for the expected 
schooner. 

But his mind was so intent upon recovering the 
missing child that perhaps it was not strange he forgot 
the other errand that had brought him so many 
thousand miles over the ocean. It was a singular 
providence that led the beach combers to the place, 
and Evan reflected that he and Tiefo must have 
passed directly over the wreck, though darkness pre- 
vented their seeing it. 

There was no doubt of the truth of Captain 
Brady's declaration, for his guarded inquiries in Apia 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



238 Lost in Samoa, 

the night before gave him the location of Lion's Head 
so clearly that he knew precisely where to steer the 
Mary Jane the following morning. 

He was confident of finding young Spencer on the 
spot waiting for him, and was greatly disappointed 
that he was not seen, but recalling the rough experi- 
ence of his young friend the night before with the 
beach combers, he was rendered a little uneasy at his 
absence. He signalled from the schooner, and sailed 
back and forth several times before coming to anchor. 
Then when he and Duke Bogert put off in the smaller 
boat, they met the native lad, as has been explained 
elsewhere, and learned the truth from him. 

"It seems to be the right spot," said Evan, after 
scanning the inlet; "but it is not impossible that 
there may be two or three similar places." 

" But this is the one," persisted the captain. 

" How can you know that } " 

" We saw the wreck when we came ashore, and 
rowed right over it.'* 

" He's right,'' added Duke Bogert with a grimace 
and wink; '' if s there r' 

The heart of the youth gave a throb of delight 
After so many distressing delays, success seemed 
guaranteed beyond probability of failure. 

The little party took their places in the boat, 
which was headed towards the schooner, whose crew 
were curiously watching the movements of their 
friends. It was not yet low tide, but so near the time 
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that Duke said he would not wait Dora agreed she 
could stand it a little while longer if assured of a good 
dinner when they finally reached the vessel, and it 
was decided that the attempt should be made with 
the least possible delay. 

Duke Bogert knew precisely where to row the 
boat, and with all the others peering over the side into 
the transparent water, he slowly propelled it to a 
point nearly midway between the sides of the entrance 
of the inlet, and as specified, about two hundred feet 
from shore. 

Evan Spencer was at the prow, Captain Brady 
having given him the best point for searching for the 
wreck, while he kept Dora in charge. 

The extraordinary clearness of the water, already 
referred to, distinguished this part of the sea, the 
bottom twenty feet below being as distinct as if only 
air intervened. It was composed mainly of yellowish 
sand, darkened in places by a species of muddy soil. 

The youth did not allow the slightest object to 
escape him. He hardly breathed while the sailor 
moved the boat more and more gently, as he neared 
the right spot. 

" There it is ! " excitedly exclaimed Evan ; " I see 
it!" 

Duke backed water, while the smiling captain 
said: 

"You have found there is no mistake about it, 
young man." 
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Twenty years had been long enough for fhe tides 
to play havoc with the wreck of the Golden Arrow, 
even though it had lain all that time below the reach 
of the violent waves which at intervals lashed the 
surface. But the outlines of the vessel were clearly 
seen — that is, so much as remained. 

Masts, bowsprits, and a large portion of the bow, 
had disappeared, and the hulk had worked its way 
deep into the ooze and sand, settling partly on one 
side, as if it had careened at the moment of going 
down, with the stern pointing out to sea. There 
were great gaps in the deck also, the only portion 
intact being the cabin, in which the box with its 
jewels was supposed to be. 

" I don't see anything of sharks," remarked 
Spencer, after all had scrutinised the remains of the 
wreck. 

" It don't make any difference whether they're 
there or not," was the reply of the sailor, " since I 
allers carry my knife and am ready for 'em." 

" I am afraid you will have trouble getting into 
the cabin." 

" Mebbe I will, but there's no use in waitin'," said 
Duke, making ready to take his plunge. 

He lifted a heavy crowbar from the bottom of the 
boat, but instead of going head first over the side, 
tightened the belt at his waist, made sure his clothing 
was in good form, and went down feet foremost as 
rapidly as if weighted with a ton of metal. 
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All watched the movements of the peerless 
swimmer, for his slightest act was clearly seen. He 
had taken a deep inhalation just before sinking, and 
few persons could have dropped so quickly, even with 
the piece of iron to help them. 

The sailor kept his eyes wide open, and landed on 
the slippery incline of the deck, directly in froitt of the 
cabin door. He was seen to thrust the sharpened 
point of the bar against the door, where he used it 
with great vigour, but, so far as could be seen, without 
result. Suddenly he laid the iron on top of the cabin 
and shot upwards like an arrow.. Being without the 
slightest artificial aid, it will be understood that even 
with all his great skill he could stay below the surface 
only a brief time. 

His head emerged at the side of the boat where 
Dora was watching him, and, resting one hand on the 
gunwale, he panted for a moment until he supplied 
his lungs again with the life-giving oxygen. 

" How did you make out ? " asked Captain Brady. 

" Haint budged it yet, but think V\\ fetch it next 
time ; down I go ! " 

After his brief rest he sank as quickly as ever, 
instantly grasping the bar, and working like one who 
knew the value of each second. 

It seemed to those that were watching that he 

stayed longer below than before, but Evan and the 

captain were thrilled by the certainty that he had 

done something. They saw him give a forward 

Q 
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thrust with the bar, which slid half its length, com- 
pelling him to grasp it nearer the further end. 

He could do little more, however, before he was 
forced to ascend for air. It was plain to the others that 
he would have possessed a vast advantage had he been 
in a diving armour, but he was doing well as it was. 

" I made a start that time," he said with a smile, 
as he rested one hand on the gunwale, "and you won't 
have to wait long for me to git there." 

Even Dora partook of the excitement Hardly a 
word was spoken, except by the old sailor, who was 
as free from agitation as if smoking his pipe on board 
the Maty Jane. The strain upon the nerves of Evan 
and the captain was painful. 

Down went Bogert for the third time, and there 
was a gasp of astonishment when he was seen to enter 
the cabin. The hearts of the spectators were in their 
mouths, for he was gone so long that they were almost 
sure some ill had befallen him. 

" Something has happened ! " exclaimed Captain 
Brady ; ** he will be lost unless I can reach him in 
time ! '' 

He was in the act of diving overboard, when Dora 
called — 

*^ Here he comes I ^^ 

Sure enough the brave fellow appeared at the side 
of the boat the next minute, but his face was almost 
purple, and he panted a few seconds, too exhausted 
to speak. 
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"Duke, you are running too much risk," said 
Captain Brady, warningly ; " we feared you were gone 
for good." 

" I thought I would finish the joV^ said Duke, 
" but I couldn't ; it*s as dark as pitch, and it seemed 
to me I stumbled over some dead bones ; things are 
mixed up so you can only feel and not see, but if the 
box is there Til fetch it this time." 

He rested himself fully, listening again to the 
description of the casket, so far as Evan could give it 
from the scant words of Gilbert Dorcer. 

" Don't be oneasy if I stay in the cabin a half- 
hour," was the amazing remark of the sailor, as he 
went down again. 

As before, he went straight to business, entering 
the cabin, where it was to be supposed he was not 
idle. But before he was expected he emerged, and 
came like a cork to the top. As he did so he brought 
the crowbar with him, and had something in his other 
hand. 

" I think IVe got it ! " he called out, displaying an 
oblong box, so black and water-soaked that it looked 
like a piece of rusty metal, and which was so heavy 
that, after it reached the air. Captain Brady extended 
hxs hand to help lift it over the gunwale. .As it 
dropped into the bottom of the craft, it fell with a jar 
noticed by all. 

" Look out, Duke, there's another big fish ! " 
shouted the frightened Dora, 
Q 2 
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" Yes, it's a bigger shark than the other one ! " 
added Evan, hardly less startled. " Let me help you 
into the boat/' 

" If that ^ere shark is sp'ilin' fur a fight, I won't be 
mean enough to disapp'int him." 

Duke Bogert had descried the creature shooting 
towards him with great swiftness, and the words 
given were uttered while he was "locating" his 
enemy, the final syllable passing his lips as he went 
below the surface for the last time. 

The treasure box was forgotten for the moment 
in the vivid interest in the proceedings of the sailor, 
who acquitted himself with the same wonderful 
cleverness as before. It required but a few seconds 
for that particular shark to learn that he had taken an 
awkward contract on his hands. Whenever he closed 
his frightful jaws the sailor wasn't between them, 
although near enough to jab his knife again and 
again into his body, until the crystal water became 
crimson, and after a few aimless struggles- he died. 

All noticed the deathly paleness of the sailor, as 
he climbed over the side of the boat and sat 
down exhausted. They attributed it to his trying 
experience so long below the surface, and to his des- 
perate fight with the shark. 

" Captain," said he, " Til be much obleeged if you'll 
row for me." 

" Certainly," replied the other, taking the oars ; 
" you had enough to tire out a dozen men." 
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" It aint that;' said he, faintly ; '' but it's what I 
seen in the cabin." 

This sounded strange, following his other declar- 
ation that it was so dark there that he was unable to 
discern anything, but his friends had never known him 
so overcome before. 

" I wouldn't have fout that shirk," he added, when 
partly recovered, and they were near the schooner, 
" only I wanted to forgit what I run agin in there." 

They pressed him for an explanation, but he 
shook his head, and to this day nothing will induce 
Duke Bogert to refer to his awful experience in the 
cabin of the wreck of the Goldeft Arrow, 

While rowing the boat. Captain Brady directed 
the attention of the rest to three figures, busy about 
the larger canoe within the bay. There could be no 
doubt they were the beach combers, who realised that 
the enterprise which they had pushed with such 
energy had ended in complete failure. 

The water-soaked box of some tropical, close- 
grained wood, was carried into the cabin, where, with 
the gazing spectators around. Captain Brady and 
Evan Spencer bent their efforts to open it. It re- 
quired a long time, but success came at last, and with 
it an overwhelming discovery. 

There was no money within, but had it been 
packed with solid gold pieces its value could not 
have been greater. 

Within the wooden structure was a tin one, so 
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carefully sealed, that during its long sojourn at the 
bottom of the South Sea no moisture penetrated it. 
This tin case contained fully fifty diamonds of the 
first water, which must have been worth several 
hundred thousand dollars. 

" Thank heaven ! " murmured Evan Spencer, al- 
most as much overcome as Bogert was before ; " we 
have met a greater success than I ever dreamed of** 

"But here is something else," added Captain 
Brady, taking up a folded piece of paper which con- 
tained writing, faded almost beyond recognition. 

" That is worth examining," said Evan, recovering 
from his temporary faintness. 

Several hours* study secured the translation, 
which brought a revelation more extraordinary than 
anything that had yet come to their knowledge. 

In substance, the writing made known that Stew- 
art Cudworth, an Englishman, was the captain of the 
Golden Arrow at the time she was lost. The collection 
of diamonds was brought by him from India, and he 
hoped to carry them to London with him, though he 
did not explain why he had gone with them to the 
Samoan Islands, which were altogether out of his 
course, nor by what means the valuable gems came into 
his possession. It is hard to believe he secured them 
honestly, but since he is now dead and unable to de- 
fend himself, we will give him the benefit of the doubt 

Expecting danger, the latter stated that if the 
diamonds were ever recovered, he wished the finder 
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to keep one half, and to send the other half to his 
niece, Mary K. Stanton, believed to be a resident of 
the city of New York, she being, so far as Captain 
Cudworth was aware, the only relative living. 

Evan Spencer did not forget his promise to Gil- 
bert Dorcer. The Mary Jane came to anchor off 
shore, the youth was rowed to land, and, making his 
way to the old man's hut, he told him everything 
that had taken place since his last call. Dorcer was 
deeply interested, but professed himself unable to 
add any information about the writing in the box. 
It is probable, however, that he knew more than he 
chose to tell. The young American urged him to 
accept some of the precious stones, but he refused, 
and with a kindly message to his old friend, Asher 
Spencer, on the other side of the world, he b^de the 
youth good-bye, and they never met again. 

The return voyage to New York was completed 
without incident. The parents of Evan Spencer were 
happy beyond expression to take him and little Dora 
in their arms again. Learning the contents of the 
letter, the conscientious gentleman would not allow 
any division of the diamonds until he had exhausted 
every effort to trace Mary K. Stanton. It required 
much time, effort, and expense, but with the help of 
excellent detectives success finally rewarded his labour. 

Mary K. Stanton had been dead several years — 
her husband having preceded her departure. The 
name of the latter was Harmon Decker, the record of 
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their marriage helping greatly in tracing Miss Stan- 
ton, the niece of Captain Stewart Cudworth. 

Harmon Decker was killed by an accident, leav- 
ing an infant child to the care of his invalid widow. 
The latter's health steadily failed, and feeling her 
end near, she left her child at the door of Asher 
Spencer, where she was accepted as a gift from heaven. 

After all, the most wonderful fact connected with 
the voyage of the Mary Jane to the Samoan Islands, 
was not the recovery of the box of diamonds, but the 
unravelling of the mystery of little Dora*s birth. It 
was a strange providence that guided the dying mother 
to the threshold of Asher Spencer, where her child 
nestled at once in the hearts of the parents and son. 

And so the treasure after all was destined to rie- 
main " in the family." The gems were sold — ^the pro- 
ceeds being sufficient to make the voyage of Captain 
Monbar Brady to the South Sea the most remunera- 
tive he ever undertook, while Mr. Spencer's share 
placed himself and family beyond all danger of want. 

As for Dora, she is a prospective heiress in her 
own right Now that she has become almost a lady 
full grown, she would be much sought after, were it 
not apparent to all her acquaintances that she is 
already mortgaged by a certain worthy young gentle- 
man, whose name is — surely you need not be told, 

THE END. 
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O'DriscoU's Weird, and other Stories. By A. Wbrnbr. 58. 
Odyssey, The Modern ; or, Ulysses up to Date. Cloth gilt, los. 6d. 
Ohio, The New. A Story of East and West. By Edward Everett 

Hale. 6s. 
Oil Painting, A Manual of. By the Hon. John Coluer. as. 6d. 
Orchid Hunter, Travels and Adventures of an. By Albert 

MiLLiCAN. Fully Illustrated. las. 6d. 
Our Own Country. Six Vols. With 1,200 Illustrations. 7s. 6d. each. 
Out of the Jaws of Death. By Frank Barrett. 3 Vols., 3x8. 6di 
Paddles and Politics down the Danube. By Poultney Bigelow. 

With Illustrations by the Author. 3s. 6d. 
Painting, The English School of.* Cheap Edition. 38. 6d. 
Painting, Practical Guides to. With Coloured Plates :— 



Marine Painting. 58. 
Animal Painting. 5s. 
China Painting. 5s. 
FiGiTRB Painting. 7s. 6d. 
Elementary Flower Paint* 

INC. 3s. 
Flower Painting. 5S- 



Tree Painting. 58. 
Water-Colour Painting. 58. 
Neutral Tint. 58. 
Sepia, in Two Vols., 3s. each ; or 

in One Vol., 5s. 
Flowers, and How to Paint 

Them. 58. 



People I've Smiled with. By Marshall P. Wilder, as. ; cloth, as. 6d. 
Peoples of the World, The. In Six Vols. By Dr. Robert Brown. 

Illustrated. 7s. 6d. each. 
Perfect Gentleman, The. By the Rev. A. SmvthePalmer, D.D. 38. 6d. 
Phillips, Watts, Artist and Playwright. By Miss E. Watts 

Phillips. With 32 Plates. los. 6d. 
Photography for Amateurs. By T. C Hepworth. Enlarged and 

Revised Edition. Illustrated, is. ; or cloth, is. 6d. 
Phrase and Fable, Dictionary of. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer. Chee^ 

Edition, Enlarged, cloth, 3s. 6d. : or with leather back, 4s. 6d. 
Picturesque America. Complete in Four Vols., with 48 Exquisite Steel 

Plates apd about 800 Original Wood Engravings. £ a as. each. 
Picturesque Australasia, Cassell's. With upwards of 1,000 Illustrations. 

Complete in Four Vols. 7s. 6d. each. 
Picturesque Canada. With 600 Original Illustrations, a Vols. X6 68. 

the Set. * 

Picturesque Europe. Complete in Five Vols. E^ch containing 

13 Exquisite Steel Plates, from Original Drawings, and nearly 200 

Original Illustrations. Cloth, £ax; hall'- morocco, £31 xos. ; morocco 

g»lt,£5a los. Popular Edition. In Five Vols., i8s. each. 
Picturesque Mediterranean,The. With Magnificent Original Illustrations 

by the leading Artists of the Day. COmplei e in Two Vols. £a as. each. 
Pigeon Keeper, The Practical. By Lewis Wright. Illustrated. 3s. 6d. 
Pigeons, The Book ot By Robert Fulton. Edited and Arranged by 

L. Wright. With 50 Coloured Plates, 31s. 6d. ; half-morocco, £a as. 
Pity and of Death, The Book of. By Pierre Loti. Translated by 

T. P. O'Connor, M.P. 58. 
Playthings and Parodies. Short Stories by Barry Pain. 58. 
Poems, Aubrey de Vere's. A Selection. Edited by J. Dbnnis. 3s. 6d, 
Poetry, The Nature and Elements of. By E. C. Stedman. 6s. 
Poets, Cassell's Miniature Library of the. Price is. each Vol. 
Police Code, and Manual of the Criminal Law. By C. E. Howard 

Vincent, M.P. as. 
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SileetioHS Jrom Casseti % Company* s PublicaHom. 

Portrait Gallerv, The Cabinet. First, Second, and Third Series, each con- 
taining 36 Cabinet Photographs of Eminent Men and Women. With 
Biographical Sketches. 158. each. 

Poultry Keeper, The Practical. By L. Wright. Illustrated. 38. 6d. 

Poultry, The Book of. By Lewis WxlbHT. Popular Edition, xoa. 6d. 

Poultry, The Illustrated Book of. By Lewis Wright. With Fifty 
Coloured Plates. New and Revised Edition, Cloth, 31s. 6d. 

Queen Summer ; or, The Tourney of the Lily and the Rose. With Forty 
Pages of Designs in Colours by Walter Crane. 68. 

Queen Victoria, The Life and Times of. By Robert Wilson. Com- 

S'ete in Two Vc^. With numerous Illustrations. 98. each. 
it-Keeper, The Practical. By Cuniculus. Illustrated. 38. 6d. 
Raffles Haw, The Doings of. By A. Conan Dovlb. 58. 
Railway Guides, Official Illustrated. With Illustrations, Maps, &c. 

Price xs. each ; or in cloth, as. each. 
Great Eastern Railway. " 

Great Northern Railway. 
London, Brighton and South 

Coast Railway. 
London and North*Westbrn 

Railway. 



Great Western Railway. 
London and South-Westbrn 

Railway. 
Midland Railway. 
South-Eastern Railway. 



Railway Library, Cassell's. Crown 8vo, boards, as. each. 

Metzerott, Shoemaker. By Kath- 
arine P. woods. 

David Todd. By David Maclure. 

The astonishing History of Troy 
Town. By Q. 

The admirable Lady Biddy Fane. 
By Frank Barrett. 

Commodore JUNK. ByG. Manvillb 
Fbnn. 

St. CUTH BERT'S tower. By FLOR- 
ENCE Warden. 

The Man with a Thumb. By Bar- 
clay North. 

By Right not Law. By R. 

SHRRARD. 

Within Sound of the Weir. By 

Thomas St. e. Hake. 
Undrr A Strange Mask. By Prank 

Barrett. 
The coombsberrow mystery. By 

James Colwall. 
dead Man's Rock. ByQ. 
A queer Race. By w. westall. 
Captain Trafalgar. By Westall 

and Laurie. 
Redgrave, Richard, C.B., R.A. 
By F. M. Redgrave, xos. 6d. 



THE PHANTOM CiTV. By W. WESTALU 

Jack Gordon. Knight Errant, 

Gotham. 18^3. By Barclay 

North. 
The Diamond Button. By Barclay 

North. 
Another's Crime. By Julian Haw- 
thorne. 
The yoke of the thorah. By 

Sidney Luska. 
Who is John noman! By Charles 

Henry Beckett. 
The Tragedy of brinkwater. By 

Martha l. moodey. 
AN American Penman. By Julian 

Hawthorne. 
Section 668; or, the fatal letter. 

By Julian Hawthorne. 
The Brown Stone Boy. By w. H. 

Bishop. 
A Tragic Mystery. By Julian 

Hawthorne. 
The Great Bank Robbery. By 

JULIAN Hawthorne. 

Memoir. Compiled trom his Diary. 



ly J 
Richard, Henry, M.P. A Bioi^raphy. By Charles S. Mi all. 78. 6d. 
Rivers of Great Britain: Descriptive, Historical, Pictorial. 

Thb Royal River : The Thames, from Source to Sea. With Several 
Hundred Original Illustrations. Original Edition^ £a as. ; Popw 
lar Edition, x68. 
Rivers of the East Coast. With ntunerous highly finished 
Engravings. With Etching as Frontispiece, 4a8. Popular Edition^ 
x68. 
Robinson Crusoe, Cassell's New Fine-Art Edition of. With 

upwards of 100 Original Illustrations. 7s. 6d. 
Romance, The World of. Illustrated. Goth, gs. 
Russia, Through, on a Mustang. By Thomas Stbvbns. 7s. 6d. 
Russo-Turldsh War, Cassell's History of. With about 500 Illua* 

trations. Two Vols. gs. each. 
Salisbury Parliament, A Diary of the. By H. W. Lucy. Illustrated 
by Harry Furniss. ais. 
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SelecHoHS from Cassell ^ Company* s Publuations, 

Saturday Journal, Cassell's. Yearly Volume, cloth, 78. 6d. 

Science for All. Edited by Dr. Robibrt Brown. Revised Edition, 

Illustrated. Five Vols. 98. each. 
Science, The Year Book of. Edited by Prof. Bonney, F.K.S. 7s. 6d. 
Sculpture, A Primer of. By E.Roscob Mullins. With Illustrations. 2s.6d. 
Sea, The: Its Stirring Story of Adventure, Peril, and Heroism. 

By F. WHYM.PER. With 400 Illustrations. Four Vols. 7s. 6d. each. 
Secret of the Lamas, The. A Tale of Thibet Crown 8 vo,' 5s. 
Shaftesburv, The Seventh Earl of, K.G., The Life and Work of. By 

Edwin HoDDBR. Cheap Edition. 38. 6d. 
Shakespeare, The Plays of. Edited by Professor Henry Morlby. 

Complete in 13 Vols., cloth, axs. ; half-morocco, cloth sides, 43s. 
Shakespeare, Cassell's Quarto Edition. Containing about 600 Illus- 
trations by H. C. Selous. Complete in Three Vols., clo^hgilt, £3 3s. 
Shakespeare, Miniature. Illustrated. In Twelve Vols., in box, xas. ; 

or in Red Paste Grain (box to match), with spring catch, axs. 
Shakspere, The International. Edition de Luxe, 

" KING HENRY VIII." Illustrated by Sir James Linton, P.R.L 
(Pries on application.) 

"OTHELLO." Illustrated by Frank Dicksee, R.A. £3 ws. 

•* KING HENRY IV." Illustrated by Eduard GrOtz^er. £3 «». 

"AS YOU LIKE IT." Illujvtrated by Emile BAYARDr£3 »»• 

"ROMEO.AND JULIET." Illustrated by F. Dicksee, K. A. Is now 
out of print, and scarce. 
Shakspere, The Leopold. With 400 Illustrations. Ckiei^ Edition, 

3s. 6d. Cloth gilt, gilt edges, 5s. ; Roxburgh, 78. 6d. 
Shaicspere, The Royal. With Steel Plates and Wood Engravings. 

Three Vols. X58. each. 
Sketching, The Art of. From the French of G. Fraipont. By Clara 

Beli . With 50 Illustrations, as. 6d. 
Smuggling Days and Smuggling Ways ; or. The Story of a Lost 

Art. By Commander the Hon. Henry N. Shore, R.N. With 

numerous Plans and Drawings by the Author. 7s. 6d. 
Snare of the Fowler, The. By Mrs. Alexander. 3 Vols., 3xs. 6d. 
Social Welfare, Subjects of. By Sir Lyon Playfair, K.C.B. 7s. 6d. 
Sports and Pastimes, Cassell's Complete Book of. Cheap Edit'on. 

With more than goo Illustrations. Medium 8vo, 092 pages, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Squire, The. By Mrs. Parr. 3 Vols., 31s. 6d. 
Standard Library, Cassell's. Stiif covers, xs. each; cloth, as. each. 



Shirley. 
Coniuasby. 
JCary Barton. 
Tbe Antiquary. 
NioholasKickleby 

(TwoVol^i.J. 
Jane Byre. 
Wutherinff Heights. 
Dombey and Son 

( Two Vo.s.). 
The Prairie. 
Night and Momtng. 
Kenilworth. 
Ingoldsby Leaends. 
Tower of London. 
The Pioneers. 
Charles O'BIalley. 
Bamaby Budge. 
Cakes and Ale. 



The King*8 Own. 
People I^iave Met. 
The Pathfinder. 
Svelina. 
Soott'B Poems. 
Last of the Barons. 



Adventures of HCr. 

Ledbury. 
Ivanhoe. 
Oliver Twist. 
Selections from Hood's 

"Works. 
Longfellow's Frose 

Works. 
Sense and Sensibility. 
Lytton's Plays. 
Tales, Poems, and 

Sketches. Bret Harte. 
Martin Chuzzlewit 

(Two Vols.). 
The Prince of the 

House of David. 
Sheridan's Plays. 
Uncle Tom's Cabin. 



Deerslayer. 

Borne and the Early 

Christians. 
The Trials of Mar- 
garet Lyndeay, 
Harry Lorrequer. 
Eugene Aram. 

Stanley in East Africa, Scouting for. By T. Stbvbns. 78. 6d. 
Star-Land. By Sir R. S. Hall, LL.D., &c. Illustrated. 68. 



Jack Hiriton. 
Poe'B Works. 
Old Mortality. 
The Hour and the Man. 
Handy Andy. 
Scarlet Letter. 
Pickwick (Two Vols.i. 
Last of the Mohicans. 
Pride and Prejudice. 
Yellowplush Papers. 
Tales of the Borders. 
Last Day^ of Palmyra. 
Washington Irviug'a 

Sketch-Book. 
The Talisman. 
Bienzi. 

Old Curiosity Shop. 
Heart of Midlothian. 
Last Days of Pompeii. 
American Humour. 
Sketches by Boz. 
Ifacautay's Lays aad 

£Bsays. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Selections from Cassell ^ Company's Publications. 

Storehouse of General Information, Cassell's. With Wood Engrav- 
ings, Maps, and Coloured Plates. In Vols., 5s. each. 

Story of Francis Cludde, The. By Stanley J. Weyman. 68. 

Story Poems. For Young and Old. Edited by E. Davenport. 6a. 

Strange Doings in Strange Places. Complete Sensatipnal St(M-ies. 5s. 

Successful Life, The. By An Eldbr Brothbr. 3s. 6d. 

Sybil Knox ; or. Home Again : a Story of To-day. By Edward 
E. Hale, Author of •* East and West," &c. 6s. 

Teaching in Three Continents. By W. 0. Grasbv. 68. 

Thackeray, Character Sketches from. Six New and Original Draw- 
ings by Frederick Barnard, reproduced in Photogravure, ais. 

The *• Short Story " Library. 

^, ^. J,. «-./-. m. . Eleven Possible Cases. By Various 



cmen 

OttotheKni«ht.«to. By 'Octave 

Thankt. 68. 
Fourteen to One. Sea. By Eliza- 
beth STUART Phelps. Ss. 
The "Treasure Island*' Series 
38. 6d. each. 



Authors. 68. 
Felicia. By Miss FannyMurfree. Ss. 
The Poet*8 Audience, and Delilah. 

By Clara Savilb Clarke. 63. 
Cheap IllMsirated Editiom. Cloth, 



Tlie Splendid Spur. By Q. 

The Master of Ballantrae. By 

Robert Louis Stevenson. 
The Black Arrow. By Robert 

1-ouis Stevenson. 



Kinsr Solomon's Mines. By H. 

rider Haggard. 
Kidnapped. By R. L. Stevenson. 
Treasure Island. By Robert 
l-ouis Stevenson. 
Trees, Pgmiliar. By G. S. Boulger, F.L.S. Two Series. With 40 

full-page Coloured Plates by W. H. J. Boot. las. 6d. each. 
** Unicode" : the Universal Telegraphic Phrase Book. Desk or 

Pocket Edition, as. 6d. 
United SUtes, Cassell's History of the. By the late Edmund 

Ollier. With 600 Illustrations. Three Vols. 9s. each. 
Universal History, Cassell's Illustrated. Four Vols. gs. each. 
Vernon Heath's R-miniscences. 10s. 6d. 
Verses Grave and Gay. By Ellen Thorn bv croft Fowler. 3s. 6d. 
Vision of Saints, A. By Lewis Morris. Edition de Luxe. With 90 

Full-page Illustrations, axs. 
Waterloo Letters. Edited by Major-General H. T. Siboknb, late 

Colonel R.E. With numerous Maps and Plans of the Battlefield. 21s. 
Wild Birds, Familiar. By W. Swaysland. Four Series. With 4c 

Coloured Plates in each. xas. 6d. each. 
Wild Flowers, Familiar. By F. E. Hulme. F.L.S., F.S.A. Five 

Series. With 40 Coloured Plates in each. xas. 6d. each. 
Wood, Rev. J. G., Life of the. By the Rev. Theodore Wood. 

Extra crown 8vo, cloth. Cheap Edition. 58. 
Work. An Illustrated Journal for all Workmen. Yearly Vol., 78. 6d. 
World of Wit and Humour, The. With 400 Illustrations. 7s. 6d. 
World of Wonders. : Two Vols. With 400 Illustrations. 78. 6d. each. 
Wrecker, The. By Robert Louis Stevenson and Llovd Osbourne. 

Illustrated. 6s. 
Yule Tide. Cassell's Christmas Annual, is. 
Zero, the Slaver: A Romance of Equatorial Africa. By Lawrkncb 

Fletcher. 4s. 



ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINES. 
The Quiver, Enlarged Series. Monthly, 6d. 
CasselVs Vatnily Magazine, Monthly, 7d. 
•* JAWe FolhB ** Magazine, Monthly, 6d. 
The Magazine of Art. Monthly, is. 

" Chwns.>* Illustrated Paper for Boys. Weekly, id. ; Monthly, 6d. 
CaHttelVs Saturday •Tournal. Weekly, id. ; Monthly, fed. 
Work, Weekly, id. ; Monthly, 6d. 
Cassell's complete Catalogke. containing p^icuUrs of upwards of 
One Thousand Volumes, will be sent post free on application. 
CASSELL & COMPANY, Limited. Ludgate hill, London, 
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Selections from Cassell de Company s Publications, 

§tbles att5 )lelt0tous Morhs. 

Bible, Casseirs Illustrated Family. With 900 Illustrations. Leather. 

gilt edges, £a los. 
Bible Educator, The. Edited by the Very Rev. Dean Plumptre, D.D., 

With Illustrations, Maps, &c. Four Vols., cloth, 68. each. 
Bible Student in the British Museum, The. By the Rer. J. G. 

KiTCHiN, M.A. New and Revised Edition, is. 4d. 
Biblewomen and Nurses. Yearly Volume. lUusirated. 3s. 
Banyan's Pilgrim's Progress and Holy War. With 200 lUustratioas. 

With a New LifeofBunyan by the Rev. John Brown, B.A., D.D. 

Cloth, 168. 
Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress. Illustrated throughout. Cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 

cloth gilt, gilt edges, 58. 
Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress. With Illustrations. Qoth, as. 6d. 
Child's Bible, The. With aoo illustrations. 150/^ Thousand. 7s. 6d. 
Child's Life of Christ, The. With 200 Illustraiions. 7s. 6d. 
"Come, ye Children." Illustrated. By Rev. Benjamin Waugh. 58. 
Conquests of the Cross. With numerous Illustrations. Complete in 

lliree Vols. os. each. 
Dore Bible. With 238 Illustrations by Gustavb Dor<. Small (olio, 

best morocco, gilt edges, £15. Popu ar Edition. With 200 Illus* 

trations. 15s. 
Early Days of Christianity, The. By the Ven. Archdeacon Farrar, 

l5.D., F.R.S. Library Edition. Two Vols., 24s. ; morocco, £a as. 

Popular Edition. Complete in One Volume, cloth, 6«. ; cloth, gilt 

edges, 7s. 6d. ; Persian morocco, los. 6d. ; tree-calf, 15s. 
Family Prayer- Book, The. Edited by Rev. Canon Garbett. M.A., 

and Rev. S. Martin. Extra crown 4to, cloth, 5s. ; morocco, i8s. 
Gleanings after Harvest. Studies and Sketches by the Rev. John R. 

Vernon, M.A. Illustrated. 6s. , 

"Graven in the Rock." By the Rev. Dr. Samuel Kinns, F.R.A.S., 

Author of " Moses and Geoloey." Illustrated. 12s. 6d. 
"Heart Chords." A Series of Works by Eminent Divines. Bound in 

cloth, red edges. One Shilling each. 

My Growth IN Divine LiFEt. By the 



My Bible. By the Right Rev. W. Boyd 
Carpenter. Bishop of Ripon. 

MY Father. By the Right Rev. Ash- 
TON Oxenden, late Bishop of Moat- 
real. 

My work for God. By the Right 
Rev. Bishop COTTERILL. 

MY Object in Life. By the Vcn. 
Archdeacon Farrar. D.D. 

My Aspirations. By the Rev. G. 
Matheson. D.D. 

My emotional Life. By the Rev. 
Preb. CHADWICK, D.D. 

My Body. By the Rev. Prof. W. G. 
Blaikie. D.D. 



Rev. Preb. REYNOLDS, M.A. 
MY SOUL. By the Rev. P. B. POWER. 

M.A. 
MY HEREAFTER. By the Very Rev. 

Dean BICKERSTETH. 



MY Walk with God. By the Very 
Rev. Dean MONTGOMERY. 

MY Aids to the Divine Life. By 
the Very Rev. Dean BOYLE. 

MY SOURCES OF STRENGTH. By the 
Rev. E.E.JENKINS. M.A., Secretary 
of Wesleyan Missionary Society. 

Helps to Belief. A Series of Helpful Manuals on the Religious 
Difficulties of the Day. Edited by the Rev. Teignmouth Shore, M.A, 
Canon of Worcester. Cloth, it. each. 

Miracles. By the .Rev. Brownlow 

Maitland. M.A. 
PRAYER. By the Fev. T. Teignmouth 
Shore. M.A. 



CREATION. By Dr. H. Goodwin, the late 
Lord Bishop of Carlisle. 

THE Divinity of our Lord. By 
the Lord Bishop of Derry. 

THE MORALITY OF THE OLD TESTA- 
MENT. By the Rev. Newman 
Smyth. D.D. 



THE ATONEMENT. By WiHiam Connor 
Magee, D.D., Late Archbishop of 
1 York. 

5 B. X3.9a 
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SeUctioMs Jrom Cassell ^ Company* s PublieaHons, 

Holy Land and the Bible, The. By the Rev. C. Grikib, D.D., LL.D. 
(Edin.). Two Vols., 048. Illustrated EtUHoM, One Vol., ais. 

Lectures on Christianity and Socialism. By the Right Rev. Alpbbd 
Bakrv, D.D. Cloth, 38. 6d. 

Life of Christ, The. By the Ven. Archdeacon Farrar, D.D., F.R.S. 
Library Edition. Two Vols. Cloth, 048. ; merocco, 4as. Chbap 
Illustrated Edition. Cloth^ 7s. 6d. ; cloth, full gilt, gilt edges, 
108. 6d. Popular Edition, in One Vol., 8vo, cloth, 65. ; cloth, 
gilt edges, 78. 6d. ; Persian morocco, gilt edges, xos. 6d. ; tree-calf, 158. 

Ifarriage Ring, The. By William Landbls, D.D. New and 
Cheaper Edition. 3s. 6d. 

Morning and Evening Prayers for Workhouses and other Institutions. 
5>elected by Louisa Twining, as. 

Moses and Geology ; or. The Harmony of the Bible with Science. 
By the Rev. Samuel Kinns, Ph.D., F.R.A.S. Ilhistrated. Nem 
Edition on Larger and Superior Paper. Ss. 6d. 

My Comfort in Sorrow. By Hugh Macmillan, D.D. xs. 

New Light on the Bible and the Holy Land. By B. T. A. Evbtts. 
Illustrated, ais. 

New Testament Commentary for English Readers, The. Edited 
by the Rt. Rev. C J. Ellicott, D.I)., Lord Bbhop of Gloucester 
and Bristol. In Three Volumes, ais.each. Vol. I. — The Four Gospels. 
Vol. II.— The Acts, Romans, Corinthians, Galatians. Vol. III.— The 
remaining Books of the New Testament. 

New Testament Commentary. Edited by Bishop Elucott. Handy 
Volume Edition. St. Matthew, 3s. 6d. St. Mark, 38. St. Luke, 
38. 6d. St. John, 3s. 6d. The Acts of the Apostles, 38. 6d. Romans, 
as. 6d. Corinthians I. and II., 3s. Galatians, Ephesians, and Philip- 
pians, 38. Colossians, Thessalonians, and Timothy, 3s. ' Titus, 
Philemon, Hebrews, and James, 3s. Peter, Jude, and Johii, 38. 
The Revelation, 38. An Introduction to the New Testament, 3s. 6d. 

Old Testament Commentary for English Readers, The. Edited 
by the Right Rev. C. J. Ellicott, D.D., Lord Bishop of Gloucester 
and Bristol. Complete in Five Vols, ais.each. Vol. I.— Genesis to Num- 
bers. Vol. II.— Deuteronomy to Samuel II. Vol. III.— Kings. I. to 
Esther. Vol. IV.— Job to Isaiah. Vol. V. -Jeremiah to Malachi. 

Old Testament Commentary. Edited by Bishop Ellicott. Handy 
Volume Edition. Genesis, 3s. 6d. Exodus, 3s. Leviticus, 38. 
Numbers, as. 6d. Deuteronomy, as. 6d. 

Protestantism, The History of. By the Rev. J. A. Wylib. LL.D. 
Containine upwards of 600 Original Illustrations. Three Vols. gs. each. 

Quiver Yearly Volume, The. With about 600 Original Illustrations. 
78. 6d. 

Religion, The Dictionary ot By the Rev. W. Bbnham, B.D. 
Ch^ap Edition, xos. 6d. 

St. George for England ; and other Sermons preached to Children. By 
the Rev. T. Teignmouth Shore. M.A., Canon of Worcester. 58. 

St. Paul, The Life and Work of. By the Ven. Archdeacon Farrak, 
D.D., F.R.S., Chaplain-in-Ordinary to the Queen. Library Edition. 
Two Vols., cloth, a4s. ; calf, 4as. Illustrated Edition, complete 
in One Volume, with about 300 Illustrations, £x xs. ; morocco, £'3 as. 
Popular Edition. One Volume, 8vo, cloth, 68. ; doth, gilt edge«, 
78. 6d. ; Persian morocco, xos. 6d. ; tree-calf, xw. 

Shall We Know One Another in Heaven ? By the Rt. Rev. J. C. 
RvLE, D.D., Bishop of Li vet pool. Cheap Edition. Paper covers, 6d. 

Signa Christi. By the Rev. James Aitchison. 5". 

**bunday," Its Oriein, History, and Present Obligation. By the 
Ven. Archdeacon Hessey, D.C.L. Fi/th Edition, ja. 6d. 

Twilight of Life, The. Words of Counsel and Comfoxt for th« 
Aged. By the Rev. John Ellerton, M.A. is. 6d. 
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SeUdiom from Cassill # Company i Pnblisations, 

Agricultural Text-Books, Cassell's. (The "Downton" Series.) Edited 
by John Wrightson, Professor of Agriculture. Fully Illustrated, 
as. od. each. 

Varm Orops. By Prof. Wrightson. 

Soils and Manures. Br J. M. H. Munro, D.Sc (London^ F.I.C., F.C.S. 
1AV9 StOOk. By Prof. WRIGHTSON. 

Alphabet, Casselrs Pictorial. 38. 6d. 

Arithmetics, The Modern School. By Gborgb Ricks, B.Sc Lond. 

With Test Cards. (List oh application.) 
Atlas, CasseU's Popular. Containing 24 Coloured Maps. as. 6d. 
Book- Keeping. By Thbodorb Jonbs. For Schools, as. ; cloth, 3a. 

For the Million, as. ; cloth. 3s. Books for Jones's System, as. 
Chemistry, The Public School. By J. H. Anderson, M.A. as. 6d. 
Classical Texts for Schools, Casseirs. {A Litt pest fret oh appticati^n.) 
Cookery for Schools. By Lizzie Hbritagb. 6d. 
Copy-Books, Casseirs Graduated. RighUtn Books, ad. each. 
Copy- Books, The Modem School. Twelve Books, ad. each. 
Drawing Copies, Cassell's Modern School Freehand. First Grade, 

IS. ; Second Grade, as. 
Drawing Copies, Cassell's ** New Standard." Complete in Fourteen 

Books, ad., 3d., and ^d. each. 
Energy and Motion. By William Paicb, M.A. Illustrated, is. 6d. 
Euclid, Cassell's. Edited by Prof. Wallace, M.A. is. 
Euclid, The First Four Books of. New Edition, In paper, 6d. ; cloth, gd. 
Experinaental Geometry. By Paul Bert. Illustrated, is. 6d. 
French, Cassell's Lessons in. New and Reviud Edition, Parts I. 

and II., each as. 6d. ; complete, 4s. 6d. Key, is. 6d. 
French- English and English-French Dictionary. Entirely New 

and Enlarged Edition. 1,150 pages, 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
French Reader, Cassell's Public School. By G. S. Conrad, as. 6d. 
Qaudeamus. Songs for Colleges and Schools. Edited by John Farmer. 

5s. Words only, paper covers. 6d. ; cloth, gd. 
German Dictionary, Cassell's New (German-Englbh, English- 
German). Cheap Edition. Cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Hand-and-Eye Training. By G. Ricks, B.Sc s Vols., with x6 Coloured 

Plates in each VoL Cr. 410, 6s. each. CardsforClassUse, 5sets,is. each. 
Historical Cartoons, Cassell's Coloured. Size 45 in. x 35 in., as. 

each. Mounted on canvas and varnished, with rollers, 5s. each. 
Historical Course for Schools, Cassell's. Illustrated throughout. 
I.— Stories from English History, is. 
II.— The Simple Outline of English History, is. 3d. 

III.— The Class History of England, as. 6d. 
Latin Dictionary, Cassell's New (Latin • English and English- 
Latin). Revised by J. R. V. Marchant, M.A., and J. F. Charles, 

B.A. Cloth, 38. 6d. 
Latin Primer, The First. By ProC Postgatb. is. 
Latin Primer, The New. By Prof. T. P. Postgatb. Crown 8vo, as. 6d. 
Latin Prose for Lower Forms. By M. A. Bayfield, M.A. ss. 6d. 
Laundry Work (How to Teach It). By Mrs. £. Lord. 6d. 
Laws of Every-Day Life. By H. O. Arnold- Forster, M.P. is. 6d. 

Special Edition on Green Paper for Persons with Weak Eyesight as. 
Little Polks* History of England. Illustrated, is. 6d. 
Making of the Home, The. By Mrs. Samuel A. Barnbtt. is. 6d. 
Map- Building Series, Casseirs. Outline Maps prepared by H. O. 

Arnold- Forster, M.P. Per Set of Twelve, is. 
Marlborough Books :— Arithmetic Examples, 3s. Arithmetic Rules, is. 6d. 

French Exercises. 3s. 6d. French Grammar, as. 6d. German do., 3s. 6d. 
Mtchanics for Young Beginners, A First Book of. By the Rev 

J. G. Easton, M.A. 4S. 6d. 
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MechanicBand Machine Design, Numerical Examples in Practical. 
By R. G. Blaine, M.E. With Diagrams. Cloth, as. 6d. 

•• Model Joint" Wall Sheets, for Instruction in Manual Training. By 
S. Barter. Eight Sheets, as. 6d. each. 

Natural History Coloured Wall Sheets, Casseirs New. 18 
Subjects. Size 39 by ^i in. Mounted on rollers and varnished. 3s. each. 

Object Lessons from Nature. By Prof. L. C Miall, F.L.S. Half 
cloth, paper boards, as. ; or cloth, as. 6d. 

Perspective, The Principles of. By G. Tkobridge. Illustrated. Paper, 
IS. 6d. ; cloth, as. 6d. ,, ^ 

Physiology lor Students, Elementary. By A. T. Schofiei.d, M.D., 
M.R.CS.. &c. Illustrated. 7S. 6d. ^ w « ^ ^ » 

Physiology for Schools. By A. T. Schofibld, M.D., M.R.C.S.,&c 
Illustrated. Cloth, is. gd. ; Three Parts, paper covers, sd. each ; or 
cloth limp, 6d. each. .. . ^ 

Poetry Readers, Casseirs New. Illustrated. 23 Books, id. each ; or 
complete in one Vol., cloth, is. 6d. . . ^ *, ,, 

Popular Educator, Cassell's NEW. With Revised Text, New Maps, 
New Coloured Plates, New Type, &c. In 8 Vols., 58. each; or in 
Four Vols., half-morocco, 50s. the set. 

Readers, Cassell's •* Higher Class." (List on application.) 

Readers, Casseirs Historical. Illustrated. {List on appltcatioK,) 

Readers, Cassell's Readable. Illustrated. {List on application.) 

Readers for Infant Schools, Coloured. Three Books. 4d. each. 

Reader, The Citixen. By H. O. Arnold-Forstbr, M.P. Illustrated. 
IS. 6d. Also a Scottish Edition^ cloth, is. 6d. 

Reader, The Temperance. By Rev. J. Dennis Hird. Cr. 8vo, is. 6d, 

Readers, The ** Modern School " Geographical. {List on application.) 

Readers, The '* Modern School." Illustrated. (List on application.) 

Reckoning, Howard's Anglo-American Art of. By C. Frushbr 
Howard. Paper covers, is. ; cloth, as. Neiv Edition^ 5s. 

Round the Empire. By G. R. Parkin. Fully Illustrated, is. 6d. 

Science Applied to Work. By J. A. Hower. is. 

Science or Everyday Life. By J. A. Bower. Illustrated, is. 

Shade from Models, Common Objects, and Casts of Ornament, 
How to. By W. E. Sparkes. With 25 Plates by the Author. 3s. 

Shakspere's Plays for School Use. 5 Books Illustrated. 6d. each. 

Spelling, A Complete Manual of. By J. D. Morell, LL.D. is. 

Technical Manuals, Cassell's. Illustrated throughout:— 

Handrailing and Staircasing, 3s. 6d.— Bricklayers, Drawing for, 3s. — 
Building Construction, as. — Cabinet-Makers, Drawing for, 3s. — 
Carpenters and Joiners. Drawing for, 3s. 6d. -Gothic Stonework, 3s. — 
Linear Drawing and Practical Geometry^, as.— Linear Drawing and 
Projection. — The Two Vols, in One, 3s. td.— Machinists and Engineers, 
Drawing for, 48. 6d.— Metal- Plate Workers, Drawing for, 3s.— Model 
Drawing, 3s.— Orthographical and Isometrical Projection^ as.— Practical 
Perspective, 3s.— Stonemasons, Drawing for, 3s. — Applied Mechanics, 
by Sir R. S. Ball, LL.D., as. — Systematic Drawing and Shading, as. 

Technical Educator, Cassell's. Revised Edition. Four Vols. 58. 
each. 

Technology, Manuals of. Edited by Prof. Avrton, F.R.S., and 
Richard Wormell. D.Sc., M.A. Illustrated throughout : — 
The Dyeing of Textile Fabrics, by Prof. Hummel, 5s.- Watch and 
Clock Making, by D. Glasgow, Vice-President of the British Horo- 
logical Institute, 4s. 6d. — Steel and Iron, by Prof. W. H. Greenwood, 
F.C.S., M.I.C.E., &c., 5S.— Spinning Woollen and Worsted, by W. S. 
B. McLaren. M.P.,4s.6d.— Design in Textile Fabrics, by T. R. Ashen- 
hurst, 48. 6d.— Practical Mechanics, by Prof. Perry, M.E., 3s. 6d. — 
Cutting Tools Worked by Hand and Machine, by Prof. Smith. 3s. 6d. 

This World of Ours. By H. O. Arnold- Forster, M.P. Illustrated. 
38. 6d. 
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go0ka for %tiViXi^ ^eopk. 

"Little Folks" Half-Yearly Volume. Containing 432 4to pages, with 
about 200 Illustrations, and Pictures in Colour. Boards, 3s. 6d. ; cloth, 5s. 

Bo- Peep. A Book for the Little Ones. With Original Stories and Verses. 
Illustrated throughout. Yearly Volume. Boards, as. 6d. ; cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Bashful Fifteen. By L. T. Meade. Illustrated. 3s. 6d. 

The Peep of Day. Casselfs Illustrated Edition, as. 6d. 

Maggie Steele's Diary. By E. A. Dillwyn. as. 6d. 

A Bundle of Tales. By Maggie Browne (Author of " Wanted— a 
King," &c.), Sam Browne, and Aunt Ethei-. 3s. 6d. 

F&iry Tales in other Lands. By Julia Goddard. Illustrated. 3s. 6d. 

Story Poems for Young and Old. Hy E. Davenport. 6s. 

Pleasant Work for Busy Fingers. By Maggie Browne. Illustrated. 5s. 

Born a King. By Frances and Mary Arnold-Forster. (The Lifeof 
Alfon^so XIII. J the Boy King of Spain.) Illustrated, is. 

Casseirs Pictorial Scrap Book, containing several thousand Pictures. 
Cloth, axs. Also in Six Sectional Vols., paper boards, 3s. 6d. each. 

The Marvellous Budget: being 65,536 Stories of Jack and JilL 
By the Rev. F. Bennett. Illustrated, as. 6d. 

Schoolroom and Home Theatricals. By Arthur Waugh. Illus- 
trated, as. 6d. 

Magic at Home. By Prof. Hoffman. Illustrated. Cloth gilt, 5s. 

Little Mother Bunch. By Mrs. Molesworth. Illustrated. Cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Pictures of School Life and Boyhood. Selected from the best Authors. 
Edited by Percy Fitzgerald, M.A. as. 6d. 

Heroes of J£very-day Life. By Laura Lane. With about 20 Full- 
page Illustrations. Cloth, as. 6d. 

Books for Young People. Illustrated. Cloth gilt, 5s. each. 

The Champion of Odin; or, | Bound by a Spell; or. The Hunted 
Viking Life in the Days of Witch of the Porest. By the 

Old. By J. Fred. Hodgetts. | Hon. Mrs. Greene. 

Under Bayard's Banner. By Henry Frith. 

Books for Young People. Illustrated. 3s. 6d. each. 



«The Wliite House at Ineh Gow. 

By Mrs. Fitt. 
»A Sweet Qirl Graduate. By L. T. 

Meade. 
«The King's Command : A Story 
for Girls. By Maggie Symington. 
IiOst in Samoa. A Tale of Adven- 
ture in the Navigator Islands. By 
Edward S. EUis. 
Tad: or, " Getting Even " with 

Him. By Edward S. Ellis. 
The Falaoe BeautifiiL By L. T. 
Meade. 

* Also procurable in superior binding, 58. each. 
Crown 8vo Library. Cheap Editions. Gilt edges, as. 6d. each. 



*PoUy : A New-Pashioned GirL By 
L. T. Meade. 



"Follow My Leader." By Talbot 

Baines Reed. 
•The Cost of a Mistake. By Sarah 

Pitt. 
•a World of Girls: The Story of 

a School. By L. T. Meade. 
liOst among White Afirioans. By 

David Ker. 
For Fortune and Glory: A Story of 
the Soudan War. By Lewis 
Hough. 



B ambles Bound London. By C. 

L. Mat^aux. Illusu-ated. 
Around and About Old England. 

By C. L. Mat^aux. Illustrated. 
Paws and Claws. By one of ihe 

Authors of " Poeins written for a 

Child." Illustrated. 
Decisive Events in Histnry. 

Bv Thomas Archer. With Original 

lUus' rations. 
The True Bobinson Crusoes. 

Cloth gilt. 
Peeps Abroadfor Folks at Horn?. 

Illustrated throughout. 



WUd Adventures in Wild Places. 

By Dr. Gordon Stables, R.N. Illus- 
trated. 
Modern Explorers. By Thomas 

Frost lUubtraied. New attd Cfuaper 

Hdition. 
Early Explorers. By Thomas Frost. 
Home Chat with o\ir Young Ji'oD^s. 

Illustrated throughout. " 
Junsrle, Peak, anct Pla'u. Illustrated 

throughoi ti 
The Eng pnd of !^ha'<e-pe ire. By 

E. Goadby. With Full-page lUui 

trations. 
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The "Cross and Crown** Series, 
Yreedom'S Sword: AStoryoftiie 

Days of Wallace and Bruce. 

By Annie S. Swan. 
Strong to Suffer: A Story of 

the Jews. ^E. Wynne. 
Heroes of the Indian Empire; 

or. Stories of Valour sad 

Victory. ByErncst Faster. 
In Letters of iTlsme : A Story 

of the Wsldenses. By C. L. 

Mat^anz. 



Illustrated. M. 6d. each. 
Through Trial to Triumph. By 

Madeline B. Hunt. 
By Fire snd Swordt A Storr of 

the Huguenots. By Thomas 

Archer. 
Adsm Hepburn's Vow; A Tsle of 

Kirk sad Corensat. % Annie 

S. Syran, 
So. Xm^ or. The Story of the 

Lost VestsL A Tate of Early 

Christian Days. By Emnu MarshaU. 



"Qolden Mottoes ** Series, The. Each Book containing ao8 pages, with 
Four foil-page Original Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 38. each. 



**Nil Desperandtun." By the 
Rer. F. Langbridge. M.A. 

**Be8r snd rorbesr.** By Sarah 

Pitt. 
**7oremost if I Osn.** By Helen 

Atteridffe. 



** Honour is my Ghaide." By Jeanie 

Heriog (Mrs. Adaois-Actoa). 
'*Aim St a Sure Bnd." By Emily 

Searchfiekl. 
" He Conquers who Bnduree.** By 

the Author of "May Cminingham^s 

Trial.- Ac 



Casseirs Pitture Story Books. Each containing about Sixty Pag^ of 
Pictures and Stories, &c 6d. each. 
Daisy's Story Book. 



Little Tslks. 
Bright Stsra. 
Nursery Tosrs. 
Petra PMy. 
Tiny Tsles. 



Itory Bo 

Dot's Story Book. 
A Nest of Btoriea. 
Good-Night Stories. 
Chats for Smsil Chatterers. 



Auntie's Stories. 
Birdie's Story Book. 
Little Chimes. 
A Sheaf of Tales. 
Dewdrop Stories. 



Cassell's Sixpenny Story Books. All Illustrated, and containing 
Interesting Stories by well-known writers. 



The Smuggler's Cave. 
Little Lis^. 
Little Bird. Life snd Adven- 
tures oC 
Luke Bsmioott. 



The Boat Club. 

Little Piekles. 

The Xlohester College Boys. 

My nrst Cruise. 

l%e Little Fesoemsker* 



TThe Delft Jug. 

Cassell's Shilling Story Books. All Illustrated, and containing Interests 
ing Stories. 



Bnnty and the Boys. 
The Heir of Blmdale. 



Surly Bob. 

The Gianfs Cradle. 



Shsg and Doll. 
Aunt r " " " 



The Mystery at Shonoltff 

School. 
Claimed at Last, sad Boy's 

Bewsrd. 
Thorns and Tani^es. 
The Cuokoo in the Bobin*S Nest. 
John's Mistake. 
The History of TiTS Little 

Pitohers. 

Dismonds in the Sand. Seventeen Cats. 

Illustrated Books for the Little Ones. Containing interesting Stories. 
All Illustrated. IS. each ; cloth gilt, is. 6d. 



Aunt Lucia's Lockets 
The Msgio Mirror. 
The Cost of Bevenge. 
Clever Frsnk. 
Among the Bedskins. 
The Ferryman of Brill. 
Hsrry MsxwdL 
A Banished Monaroh. 
SevenU 



Firelight Stories. 
Sunlight and Shade. 
Bub-a-Dub Tales. 
Fine Feathers snd Fluffy Fur. 
Scrambles and Scrapes. 
Tittle Tattle Tales. 
Up snd Down the Osrden. 
AD Sorts of Adventures. 
Our Sunday Stories. 
Our Holiday Hours. 
Albums for Children. 3s. 6d. each. 



Indoors snd Out. 

Some Farm Friends. 

\Wandering Ways. 

Dumb Friends. 

Thoee Oolden Sands. 

LitUe Mothers ft their Chfldven. 

Our Pretty Pets. 

Our Schooldsy Hours. 

Creatures Tsme. 

Creatures Wild. 



The Album ft>r Home, Sohoo!, 
and Play. Contahifaig Stories by 
Pcmular Authors. Illustrated. 

>^-.SFa A***'™?^ **' Animals. 
Wkh FsU-page lUustrstioas. 



Picture Album of All Sorts. 

FuU-page lUnstratiaas. 
The Ohit^Chat Album. VBm 

tbrougbeitt 
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"Wanted— a King" Series. Illustrated. 3s. 6d. each. 
Great Gr«ndmanima. By Georgina M. Synge, 
Hobin'B Ride. By Ellinor Davenpbirt Adams. 

"Wanted-aKiner ; or. How Merle seMhe Nurspry BhymcB to Hiffhts. 
By Maggie Browne. With Original Designs by Harry Fiirniss. 
The \yorid*s Workers. A Series of New and Original Volumes. 
With Portraits printed on a tint as Frontispiece, is. each. 



Charles Haddon Spurgeon. By 

G. HOLDEN PIKE. 

Dr. Arnold of Kuf by. By Rose 

E. Selfe. 

The Earl of Shaltesbtury. By 

Henry Fritli, 

Sarah Robinson, Agrnee Wes- 
ton, and Mrs. Meredith. By 
K. M, Tomkinson. 

Thomas A. Edison and Samuel 

F. B. Morse. By Dr. Denslow 
and J. Marsh Parker. 

Mrs. Somerville and Mai^ Car- 
penter. By Phyllis Browne. 

General Gordon. By the Rev. 
S. A.Swaine. 

Charles Uickens. By his Eldest 
Daughter. 

Sir Titus Salt and George 
Moore. By J. Burnley. 

David JLiTinsrstone. 



Florence Nightii^ale, Catherine 
Marsh, Franoes Ridley Haver- 
pal, Mrs. Ranyard I" L. N. R.">. 
By Lizzie Alldridge. 

Dr. Guthrie, Father Mathew, 
Elihu Burrltt, George Liveaey. 
ByJohnW. Kirton, LL.D. 

Sir Henry Havel ock and Colin 
Campbell Lord Clyde. By E. C. 
Phillips. 

Abraham Lincoln. By Ernest Foster. 

George Muller and Andrew Reed. 
By E, R. Pitman. 

Richard Cobdeu. By R. Gowing. 

Benjamin Franklin. By E. M. 
Tomkinson. 

Handel. By Eliza Clarke. fSwaine, 

Turner the Artist. By the Rev. S. A. 

George and Robert Stephenson. 
By C. L. Mat^aux. 

By Robert Smiles. 



*•* Thenbcrve Works Kexctuding RICHARD COBDBN awdf CHARLBS HADDON 
SPURGEON) cttn also U had three in One Vol,, cloth, giU edges, y. 
Library of Wonders. Illustrated Gift-books for Boys. Paper, is.; 
cloih, IS. 6d. 
Wonderful Adventuyes. | Wonders of Bodily Strength 

Wonderlul Escapes. and Skill. 

Wonderful B tlloon Ascents. [ Wonders of Animal Instinct. 
CasaeU's Eighteenpenny Story Books. Illustrated. 
Wee WUlfe Winkle. Fait 



Ups and Downs of a Donkey's 

Life. 
Thz«e Wee Ulater XiOMies. 



XTp tbe I«adder. 
Dick's J- 



I Hero: and other Stories. 
The Chip Boy. 
Banfles. Baggies, and the 

limperor. 
Boses nrom Thorns. 
Gift Books for Young People. 

Original Illustrations in each. 
The Boy Hunters of Kentuoky. 

By Edward S. ElUs. 
Bed Feathtr: a Tale of the 

Amerioan Frontier. By 

Edward S. EOis. 
Seeking a City. 
Bhoda's Beward; or, **If 

Wishes were Horsee." 
Jack Marston'B Anchor. 
Prank's Life-Battles or. The 

Three Friends. 
Fritters. By Sarah Htt. 
The Two Hardcas^es. By Made- 
line Bonavia Hunt. 
Cassell's Two-Shilling Story Books 
Stories of the Towar. '"' 

Mr. Burke's Nieces. 
May Cunnixigham's Trial. 
The Top of the Ladder : How to 

Beach it. 
Little Flotsam. 



Faith's Father. 

By Land and Sea. 

The Young Berringtons. 

Jeff and Leff. 

Tom Morris's Error. 

Worth more than Gold. 

*' Through Flood— Through Fire;" 

and other Stories. 
The Girl with the Golden Looks. 
Stories of the Olden Time. 
By Popular Authors. With Fotir 
Cloth gilt, IS. 6d. each. 

Major Monk's Motto. By the Rev. 

F. Lanjji^r'dge, 
Trixy. By Maggie Symington. 
Ra^ and Rainbows: A Story of 



Thanksgiving, 
"''liai ■ " 



Madge and Her Friends. 
The Children of the Court. 
Maid Mazjory. 
P0887* AaA other TalM. 



Uncle William's Charges; or, The 

Broken Trust. 
Pretty Pink's Purpose; or. The 

Little Street Merchants. 
Tim Thomson's Trial. By George 

Weatherly. 
Ursula's S tumbling-Block. ByJuUa 

Goddard. 
Ruth's Life- Work. By the Rev. 

Joseph Johnson. 
Illustrated. 
The Four Cats of the Tippertons. 
Marion's Two Homes. 
Little Folks' Sunday Book. 
Two Fourpenny Bits. 
Poor Nelly. 
Tom Heriot, 

Through Peril to Fortune. 
Aunt Tabitha's Waifs. 
In Miaohlet Again. 
School Oirls. 
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Cheap Editions of Popular Volumes for Young People, 
cloth, gilt edges, as. 6d. each. 
In Quest of Ooldj or. Under 

the Wban^a Falls. 
On Board the Esmeralda ; or, 

Martin Leigh's Log. 
The B^manoe of Invention: 
Vignettes firom the Annnls 
of Industry and Soienoe. 



Bound in 



For Queen and King. 
Bother West. 
Three Homes. 
WorkiDg to Win. 
Perils Afloat and Bricanda 
Ashore. 



The "Deerfbof Series. By Edwakd S. Ellis. With Four full-page 
Illustrations in each Book. Cloth, bevelled boards, 2S. 6d. each. 
The Hunters of the Osark. \_ The Camp in the Mountains. 
1 he Last War Trail. 

The *• Log Cabin " Series. By Edward S. Ellis. With Four Full- 
page Illustrations in each. Crown 8vo, doth, as. 6d. each. 

The Lost Trail. I Camp-Fiz« and Wigwam. 

Footprints in the Forest. 



The "Great River" Series. 



S. Ellis. Illustrated. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, bevelled boards, as. 6d. each. 

Down the Mississippi. I Lost in the Wilds. 

Up the Tapajos ; or. Adventures in Braail. 



The •* Boy Pioneer ** Series. By Edward S. Ellis. With Four FuU- 
page Illustrations in each Book. Crown 8vo, cloth, as. 6d. each. 

Ned in the Woods. A Tale of j Ned on the Biver. A Tale of Indian 
Early Day* in the West. | River Warfare. 

Ned in the Block House. A Story of Pioneer Life in Kentucky. 

The ** World in Pictures.** Illustrated throughout as. 6d. each. 



A Ramble Bound France. 
All the Bussias. 
Qiats about Gtormany. 
The Land of the Pyramids 
(Bgypt). 



Peeps into China. 



The Bastem Wonderland (JapanjL 
Glimpses of South America. 
Round Alrica. 

The Land of Temples ( Cndia). 
The Isles of the Pacific. 



Half-Crown Story Books. 
Little Hinges. 

?[argaret*8 Enemy, 
en's Perplexities. 
Notable Snipwreoks. 
Golden Days. 
Wonders of Common Thingrs. 



Truth will Out. _ 

Soldier and Patriot (Gteor^e Wash- 

The Y^ung Man in the Battle of 

Life. By tlie Rev. Dr. Landels. 
At the Soutli Pole. 



Books for the Little Ones. 



Rtiymes for the Toungr Folk. 
By William Allinsrham. Beauiifully 
Illustrated. 38. 6d. 



The History Scrap Book. With 
nearly i.ooo Engravinjfs. 68.; 
cloth, 7s. ed. 

The Pilgrim's Progrresa. Ss. ed. 



My Diary. With xa Coloured Plates 

and 366 Woodcuts. Is. 
The Sxmday Scrap Book. With 

Several Hundred Illustrations. Paper 

boards, Ss. 6d. ; cloth, ?ilt ed^es. 68. 
The Old Fairy Talea. With Original 

Illustrations. Boards, la.; cloth, 

la.tid. 



CassoU ft Compansr's Complete Catalogue wUi be sent poU 

free on application to 
CASSELL & COMPANY, Limited, Lnd^uie HUl, London, 
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